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PREFACE. 


The Winter’s Wreath for 1829 will be 
found to differ very materially from that of 
the previous year. The Editorship has passed 
into totally different hands ; and this change 
has influenced the contents of the volume. 
No attempt has been here made to produce 
a religious impression: on the contrary, the 
introduction of religious topics has been care¬ 
fully avoided. 

Interesting and important as these topics 
undoubtedly are, their discussion appears 
unsuited to a work of elegant amusement; 
and, if it have any decided effect, is likely 
to, 1'a.-injurious to the dignity of Religion. 
The insertion of some of the following arti- 
,cle8 might seen., at the first glance, a departure 
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from this principle; bnt on their perusal, the 
reader will perceive that motives, wholly un¬ 
connected with theology, have procured their 
admission. 

In elegance of embellishment, and interest 
and variety of matter, we trust that we are 
not excelled by the most talented of our co- 
temporaries; and we look, with confidence, 
for that share of public attention which we 
may be thought to merit. Perhaps some 
portions of the following pages deserve to 
be remembered, when publications that are 
merely ephemeral will be forgotten : but this 
may safely be trusted to the discernment of 
“ Prince Posterity.” 

Our warm acknowledgments are due to 
those Gentlemen, who have kindly allowed us 
to engrave from their collections of pictures. 
The list of Plates will point out to whom 
we are indebted: and every lover of 

“ The realms of Taste, and Fancy’s fairy land.” 

will feel grateful to all who aid the iiiunite 
multiplication of fine paintings afiforded by the 
graver. The success with whifch the beauties 



of tilt' canvass have been transferreil to steel 
is a proud proof of the skill of our artists; 
—and we have to thank some of the most 
iikilful for their very successful exertions. 

Our Table of (’oiitents shows that many 
authors—even “names, the mightiest of our 
land” have lent us their assistance :—and yet 
it will scarcely exhibit to the luiinitiated reader 
half the extent of that assistance. All the 
initials inserted there are the real or assumed 
signatures of writers of acknowledged talent, 
who have been prevented by their literary 
en'iagenients, their refusal to other works of 
a similar description, or other reasons, from 
giving us their names. Many of these names 
will be recognized by their writings. We are 
aware that our obligations to our Contributors 
cannot be repaid by any thing said here;—the 
work will idways be delightfully connected in 
redection with the memory of their kindness. 


l.lVKHTOOr, October lUSK. 



SB inter ;^Ioli)ere. 


tNTUODt't TORY LINKS, RV MRS. niLHKin. 

Fon Winter’s Wreath whence cull the flowers ? - 
The sterile fields reply 
“ Nor 8i)ray, nor Uoom, nor leaf is ours;—. 

Beneath a cheerier sky, 

Our treasuries of summer stars 
Lie s^Kll-bound, under icy bars!” 

For Winter’s Wreath whence? cull the flowers ?— 
A cheek of rasy glow. 

Chased from the lorn dismantletl bowers. 

By reefs of Christmas snow, 

Peeps from (he casement, and replies, 

“ Here* wanderer,—gather hence Uie priw;!” 

Within a small, se(|ucstcrcd ring 
The genial bloom is found. 

And flowers, lovelier than spring 
On gay Arcadian ground; 

The hoiie, tlic tear, the smile, tlic kiss, 
Inwoven, of domestic bliss. 

Nor summer flcld, nor forest glade. 

Nor green savannah, bears 
A blossom witli such hues inlaid, 

A fraganec sweet as theirs, 

>Mr>, loving and beloved, form 
A Winiei’s Wreath, without its storm. 
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WINTER’S WREATH. 


HLfft meeting of tige 

BY MRB. KEMANS* 


** Wp (alee wu-b etlier by tbe hand, and we ezehange a few woidt and look* of kiadnen^ and 
we rejuirt tuffrlher for n few altnrt moments t^-wnd then days, montha, yean in U rrene end we 
see and know notldng of eacli utber."—fFealtif^fon Irting. 


Two barks met on the drop mid-sva, 
When calms had still’d the tide; 

A few bright days of Summer glee 
Tlicrc found them side by side. 

And voices of the fair and hnive 
Uosi? mingling thence in mirth ; 

And sweetly floated o’er the wave 
The melodies of earth. 

Moonlight on that lone Indian main 
Cloudless and lovely slept;— 

While dancing step, and festive strain 
Each deck in triumph swept. 



2 THE MEETING OF THE BUll’S. 

And bands were link’d, and answering eyes 
With kindly meaning shone ; 

' —Oh ! brief and passing sympathies. 

Like leaves together blown ! 

A little while such joy was cast 
Over the deep’s repose. 

Till the loud singing winds at last 
Like trumpet music rose. 

And proudly, freely, on their way 
The parting vessels bore; 

—In calm or storm, by rock or bay. 

To meet—Oh ! never more ! 

Never to blend in Victory’s cheer. 

To aid in houns of woe;— 

And thus bright spirits mingle here, 

Such ties are formed below ! 



» 


a!ii3, ff)e Son of CrcrsBS. 


A*f», THK SON or Ctursi'H. w*)). dumb nuii>7 yauro; till perMinof oaia w :j« 
Kvinfr ut kiU hio fatlirr. lie Udmly apokr, crying out, '* tiavR thr Kimu 


He {ja/.'i. on the bright world around; 

He I'eil the beauty lavished there; 
He saw—but, ah ! no voice he found. 
His bosom’s rapture to declare;— 
’Twas his in deep delight to look,— 
His thoughts were like a sealed book. 


When first Aurora sprang to light. 

And blushing led the early hours; 
He, silent, watched the pageant bright 
KecaU to life the drooping flowers:— 
But mom, which bade all things awake, 
His spirit’s bondage could not break. 


And evening, when with languor sweet. 
Its dimness o’er his senses came; 

And he beheld the Sun retreat. 

In one rich cloudless sea of flame 
Alas! amidst that splendid hour. 

He could ndt speak his Maker’s power. 


koldimof Cynu 
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ATVS, TUF. SON OF I'lKESlIS. 


And even when sickness l»owcd liis head, 

In patience mute the sufferer lay; 

Thou^fh death’s dark vt'il were o’er him spread, 
Ho had no voice whcn'witli to pray:— 

The homage of ujdifted eyes 
Was all his conmmnc with the skies. 


But in the silence of his soul, 

There was a sacred feeling nurst; 

Wliich instantly, with strong control. 

The spell of years was doomed to burst;— 
To break the charm which held him liound. 
And pour the tide of thoiigiit around. 


Yes ! Atys saw his Father stand. 

The sword just flashing o’er his brow, 

Directed by a traitor hand. 

And he unconscious of the blow ! 

Great Nature’s instinct then untied 

His tongue;—and “Save the Kino!’’ hecried. 


Oh, Love! how holy, and how deep. 
Unseen, unnoticed, art thou shrined ! 
There, w&ere all chcrislicd virtues sleep. 
In the mifathomed depths of mind ! 

A mine of strength and tenderness, 

In the dark hour to shine and bless. 


J. E. R. 
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1NTKNDRD AS A nKniCATiON FOn A LADV*S ARBI'M. 

Touch mo gently, lady fair !— 

Tlioiigli my page be yet unmeaning. 

Soon I will repay thy care; 

Ample store of rich and rare 

Soon shall recom])ense my gleaning. 

Many a line, with music fraught. 

Shall flow from Beauty’s magic finger; 
Many a verse, by friendship taught, 

Shall lead the retrospective thought. 

To sj)ots where memory loves to linger! 

Genius,—which no gold could buy; 

Love,—the meanest gift enhancing; 

Wit,—whose arrows, as they fly. 

Sparkle like thine own bright eye. 

From its silken fringes glancing!— 

Gifts from these, and rarer still. 

Graced by soft and flowing numbers, 

All my spotless leaves shall fill. 

Gentle lady, if thy will 

Bid the Miises quit their shunbers 1 
II 2 
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JLINES. 


Guard me wellfrom year to year, 

As thine eye my page retraces, 

Thou shalt find the relics here. 

Grow, like Sibyl leaves, more dear. 

At every line that Time effaces— 

And with these, my new-born powers. 

Let my first, best wish bo spoken; 

Tliat thy path be spread with flowers, 

Thy life—a chain of rosy hours. 

With all its fragrant links unbroken! 

Vivian. 


0ras9$oppet’s ISemonstrance. 

TSANSLATION rROM THE GREEK ANTHOLOGY (AUTHOR UNKNOWN) 

BY THE REV. W. 6UE)>HEKD. 

Why, thoughtless swains ! with rude unsparing hand. 
Why do you tear me from the glittering spray ? 

To passing nymphs I chirp with music bland. 

And cheer the forests with my simple lay. 

Go ! snare the starling or the speckled thrush. 

Whose plundering myriads darken all the view; 

Why should you envy mo my verdant bush, 

Or my light banquet of the morniti^ dew ? 
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Song. 

Fahewell ! we must sever, our pleasures can’t last, 
Tho’ varied as rainbows they vanish as fast; 

We must part—but no matter, the joys we have known 
Will borrow from mem’ry a mellower tone. 

[flow’rs, 

There’s pleasure when wit wreathes tho wine-cup with 
And Time seems to wonder as fly the swift hours ; 
They have past—but we care not, for Friendship has 
twin’d 

Their treasur’d remembrances deep in the mind. 

There was rapUire, when smiles of aflfection and worth 
Were beam’d over moments too happy for earth ; 

They are gone—^but departing they leave a soft light. 
That marks, like some beautiful meteor, their flight. 

There’s pleasure in music, when join’d to the strains 
Of which tho fond mem’ry from childliood remains; 
They have ceas’d—but no matter, like perfume from 
flow’rs, 

Tho’ faded, the soul of their sweetness is our’s. 

Then breathe not a sigh to the pleasures that were. 

But think of the joys we may yet hope to share; 

They vanish—^but ev’n in their setting are bright. 

As the clouds of the west in the sun’s parting light. 

T. 
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CSe of jfasSionatle ttife. 


The sad picture of humanity never wears a darker 
shade, than when we contrast the beautiful simjdicity 
of cliildhood with the hackneyed refinement of niaturcr 
ago. It is melancholy to find the blue-eyed urchin of 
our scliool days,—on whose high forehead and open 
countenance candour used to sit, reproving the world,— 
metamorphosed in after life, into the smooth and 
smiling sycophant ; changed, perhaps, from the de¬ 
ceived to the deceiver, by the stings of broken faith 
or neglected friendship. It is melancholy to .see the 
warm-hearted and artless girl, with her soft eyes and 
sunny hair, just mellowing with the first dawn of 
womanhood, exchanging the pure coin of her sinless 
affections for such a base and ])altry counterfeit.— 
Alas ! the heaven-born aflections of our chihlhood 
mix not with the leaven of this world;—the dreams 
of youth are as evanescent as they arc deceptive. 
Who has not felt the l)right illusions of that gidden 
spring-time fall, like jewels, from the radiant tiara 
tliat Fancy had woven about his he.ad ? AVho has 
not wept over the apostacy of early friends, or the 
desertion of more than friends f and stood alone, even 
•midst smiling thousands, in that worst of solitudes, 
the inMItiilii of the heart ?—This may bo the homeliest 
picture’ tif our lives; but, alas ! 5v is the truest. 



Tim “ HAROLD” or FASIIIONAIILE LIFE. 9 


Tlic following recollections will furnish a melancholy 
illustration to it, if indeed such a one be necessary. 

Herbert Iceland had been but little familiarized 
with the grosser scenes of this tradesraan-like world, 
when at the age of nineteen, with all the advantages 
of birth, fortune, and talent, (together with the finest 
temper and the w'hitest teeth in the world), he became a 
member of Christ Church, Oxford ; where he was very 
shortly voted “ a correct man” by the select and ex¬ 
clusive Set of the Tufts and Honorables of tliat 
Society. He ran through the usual course of dissipa¬ 
tion with the fatal precocity which ever marks the 
(■rrors of genius ; and Sanlanapalus himself could not 
have been more classicallif epicurean or gentlemanly 
in the selection of his pleasures. But ere long he was 
doomed to experience the inevitable consequences of 
such pursuits ;—the vest of novelty, which at first 
disguised tlicir real vapid hollowness, wore oif; but 
their paralyzing eficcts remained ;—and he found him¬ 
self, in the very summer of his age, with the wither, 
iug of Autumn on his clieek, and the coldness of 
Winter at his heart. 

After depositing, in the bosom of Alma Mater, the 
greater portion of the learning he had brought with 
him to her halls, he left the great Alexandria of 
Burojie for the mctrnjiolis; and having taken up his 
abode at Long's, fell in with some college friends, 
who first sympathized with him on the loss of his 
health, and then proceeded to console him with the 
loss of his money >5-in short, he was nearly ruined ! 



10 THE “ HAROLD” OF 

His friends fell from him like insects from a blighted 
hough; their defection aroused him, and compelled 
him, for the first time, to look around him. He could 
scarcely recognize the world of his imagination in 
the world which he beheld. Tlte first was a finely, 
pencilled landscape, with a long ]>erspective of sun and 
shade; but it wag no likeness;—the other was a dark, 
homely picture; dirty, Dutch, and unromantic; but 
then it was no copy, but an originaL 

His finances were once more recruited by the de¬ 
cease of the last of his family, and he became the 
possessor of a large and unincumbered estate, which 
had been the heir-loom of a long and noble line. 
He had now to decide whether he would retire into 
the quiet and unambitious walks of domestic life, or 
mingle with the mighty on earth, the noble, the 
talented, and the wealthy;—^he proudly chose the lat- 
ter; and after passing two or three years in the sense, 
less routine of “ fashionable life,” during which he 
squandered his noble inheritance in pandering to the 
taste of others, he acquired a reputation that a Brum, 
mel might have envied. But he was the world’s idol 
only as lung as he was its dupe;—^he had dissipated 
his wealth in courting its suffrages ;—^he became guilty 
of poverty, and the world was inexorable. At last he 
“ went (^t” with the air of a retiring minister ; and 
philosophi^y determined to cut the world, when, 
in fact, fhe world ha4 cut him. 

Xiid Tillage of ——in the county of Devonshire, 
wasjtfie spot he selected for his retirement. His ap- 



FASHIONABLE LIFE. 


II 


pearance in the village created a considerable sensation ; 
and several my mints were seen shortly afterwards, 
n'addling from house to house, in all the agonies of cra¬ 
ving and ungratified curiosity respecting the “ strange 
gentleman.” During these visits, he was severally 
pronounced to he, on the most decided authority, a 
swindler,—a music master,—a murderer in disguise,— 
and a minister of stale. For some time, the haughti¬ 
ness of his manner effectually repelled the civilities of 
the natives, who stood corrected by the insolent dignity 
of his eye, which, lightening from beneath his dark 
curling hair, gave a {leculiarly aristocratical cast to his 
countenance. There were, however, one or two hard¬ 
ened old retired citizens, who, presuming on their 
purses, ventured to inflict several sly offers of patron¬ 
age on the stranger ;—sugh as a seat in the church,— 
permission to shoot,—or an invitation to dinner. It is 
even rumoured that one of these infatuated persons, 
(to the utter astonishment of a laige party of gentlenaen 
who were dining with Sir Arthur Ellington, a neigh¬ 
bouring Baronet), had ventured to take wine with him, 
and even to be facetious in his presence;—but this fact 
requires confirmation. 

Leland had played the hermit for a few months, 
(during which time his heart had liecn freezing in the 
shade of solitude), when the politeness of the venerable 
Baronet already mentioned again attracted him within 
the pale of society;—^but he was no loiter its dupe, but 
its tyrant.—The freshness of his spirit had faded with the 
bloom of his cheek ;^id he was—a man without a heart! 
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IIAIIULU ” Ol-' 


The family seat of Sir Arthur Elliiij^tton was an un¬ 
dent pile, in good preservation, and furnished with the 
usual Gothic fixtures of old country scats—old ser¬ 
vants_old pictures—old wine—and old women. There 

was one, however, who seemed to stand apart from this 
antique assemblage, like the Hebe in the picture gallery, 
that stood smiling from a sunny niche on the dark and 
frowning beauties of the older sdiool,—and this was 
Edith Ellington. 

Had the gentle graceful Edith met the eye of Le- 
land before the world had set its stamp upon him, he 
must hare loved;—and had the unsuspecting girl but 
known what a blighted desert was the heart of him on 
whom she was bestowing the first incense of her maiden 
affections, she bad never loved 1 But could the haughty 
look of independance, that sat on the expanded brow ol' 
Eeland, be that of the wily hypocrite or needy fortune, 
hunter? Could that finely-toned voice, that full, elo¬ 
quent eye be the portion of the deceiver ?—or that 
graceful, unobtrusive softness of manner dwell W'ith the 
heartless ? Edith was a woman, and a bad rea-soner.— 
Edith was a country girl; and had only mixed in high 
life enough to attain its elegaitcies, without learning its 
heartlcssness. 8he saw the temple lovely from without, 
and dreamt not that all was corruption within !—The 
advances of the fabled serpent to the pillow of the slum- 
hering infant were not more secret or fatal, than are the 
i^inuating Ai^teries of the well-bred hypocrite to the 
bosom of the woman who listens, and loves. Edith loved 
—and with the untamed enthusiasprluf our early days— 
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she loved “ she knew not why, and cared not wherefore.” 
—Had her understandinjj hut asked the question, her 
heart would have indignantly rejected its suggestions, 
and appealed to her lover for sympathy:—but he, alas, 
had no heart! 

The voice of the deceiver was as sweet to Edith 
as his snares tvere fatal. Often, as she stood at his 
side watching the evening star trembling on the bo.som 
of the lake, did she listen with undoubting tenderness 
to the well-told tale of his love ;—and as often did he 
return, witli counterfeited emotion, her affectionate 
glances, and thought of—paying his debts. 

She was won.—I saw her kneel at the altar, her 
dark h;iir wreathed with flowers;—and thought of the 
garland-I)ouud victims that bowed of yore before the 
shrines of Moloch. 

She had given him all that woman ever bestowed 
on man ; and fondly and jealously did she watch, alas ! 
that she should watch in vain, for the deep devoted¬ 
ness she gave. The lover soon cooled into the husband; 
and that husband was—a man of the world. 

Long did she pour out the overflowings of her love, 
unrequited and unacknowledged. The melancholy 
conviction came upon her at last, that she was de¬ 
ceived. Yet she bore, in silent meek endurance, the 
mockery of the well-bred attentions, by which the 
gentleman conceals the man. Nay, when at last he 
stood forth a convicted and undenying traitor to the 
best feelings of the heart, with the uncalculating 
simplicity of womd^’s love, she would have tnisted 
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and believed him still;—^Imt her heart was breakinf? ! 

I called at Ellington Hall a year after licland's 
marriage—the seat of Sir Arthur had liecome his by 
the death of the veneralde old man. Edith was sitting 
alone, in deep mourning, at a large oriel window that 
overlooked the lake; her cheek was resting upon her 
Land—she was paler than I had before seen her; and 
her eye looked darker, perhaps from the contrast with 
her complexion. I asked for Leland,—he was in 
London ;—she gave me his letters—from her liosoui! 
He was very busy,—^perhaps happy ;—he was nego¬ 
tiating for a scat in the Commons; bad his betting 
book to make up at Tattensall’s ; and was then going 
to see the St. Lcger nin for at Doncaster—on one 
day ho was to dine at the •Club-house—on another 
at Long’s—iind on a third at the mess of tlie Guards. 
I could not avoid contrasting these amusements with 
those of the silk-gowned youngster I rctsdlected him 
at Oxford. Then, all his pleastires were recherche at 
least, and passionate, if not intellectual;—but now 
they were all of the. most selfish cast, and he appeared 
to live only to gamble and to dine ! And this was 
the man who had pretended to fly in di.sgust from 
the world, a philosopher and a hermit! This was the 
man, for whom a being like Edith was at once a widow 
and a wife! si. 

In conversation she spoke of him with uneomplain- 
iag tenderness. She said she was happy,—but there 
waff a melancholy meaning in her dark eyes, that told 
another tale. They were gleaminpotvith an unwonted 
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briglitncss, and a deep stillness seemed to hover over 
her complexion, altlioiiffh her cheek was dashed at 
intervals with a faint and evanescent flush :—her tale is 
told. 1 never saw her afterwards;—she died of a 
hrokeu heart : and Leland—paid his debts. 

h’or a lonjr time, 1 marked the course of Herhcrt 
Iceland, through the various vicissitudes that usually 
attend the “ young men upon town.” I missed him 
at last; and was told that he had “ levanted —^and, 
for ten yciirs, 1 heard nothing of him. A short time 
hack I was informed that he was in Kngland, in had 
health, and living tipon a small annuity, allowed him 
hy the trustees of his wife’s estate. 

During the last .summer, I was sitting upon one of 
the benches in the High Street, Cheltenham, when 
my attention was attracted by a fashionably dressed, 
middle-agi^d man, who was satmtering up and down 
the pavt, with an air of bilious indiflcrence,—in the 
most literal .sense, “ looking on the world with a 
jaundiced eye.” There was a certain foreign, unsexed 
expression in his countenance, which was principally 
made up of teeth and hair. From time to time, he patted 
a huge poodle dog that followed him; or indolently 
stared, with about an equal degree of interest, upon a 
pretty woman as she passed,—^his whole mind being 
evidently absorbed hy the contemplation of two grand 
objects—those namely of getting an ap]>etite,—and of 
getting a dinner. And this was all that reraaiived of 
what was once Herheb,t Lelano ! 

- Cott. F. J. F. 
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Oil Lady, loavo the castle wall;— 

The sky’s too dark for one so fair ; 

And the cold tvinds, whose murmurs fall 
Like a wail for Summer’s funeral. 

Are tangling all thy glossy hair. 

The Ijords arc feasting in the tow'cr— 

The game is slumbering in the dew— 
Thy maidens wait thee in thy Itower ; 

And that brave hawk, this chilling hour. 
Were better nestling in his mew. 

Then stay not longer. Lady mine. 

Nor waste on him thy fond caresses; 
While gallants for thy presence pine. 
Who, but to win one look of thine. 

Would gladly wear his hood and jesses. 

Thou smil'st—and yet that pensive glance 
The secret of thy musing tells— 

Thy thought is far from sunny France, 
With him whose crest and cognizance 
Are graven on thy mcrlj^s bells. 
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Tlioii hei'd’st me not—thy full dark eyes 
Still on the distant main are ejist— 

And, stirring deep and passionate sighs, 

Before thy busy memory rise 
The fairy visions of the past. 

Bright be thy thoughts !—still muse alone 
On him thou lov’st, in I'aney free. 

Whose spirit mingles with thine own. 

And whispers in a soft low tone, 

This dark and silent hour with thee ! 

J. R. V. 


©n Icabing Speke, 

Fab , far from this woodland—^far, far fi-om this shore, 
I hasten—perhaps to behold them no more;— 

No iiiort! in yon waters with freedom to lave, 

Or seek for the roses of health in the wave ; 

No more in the silence of twilight to stray, 

Vl'hilst fancy o’er reason bears magical sway. 

Indulge the soft vision that steals me from care. 

To ])eople with phantoms gay castles in air !— 

Quick changes the scene of this mutable state ; 

What sunshine and cloud, mark the volume of fate ! 
Yet, Life ! ’mi<lst thy trials 1 find one relief. 

To know that thy season, though painful, is brief;— 
And when Nature no longer the conflict can brave, 
She rests in the slumbers that shadow the grave ! 

R. C. 
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Son® of a l^ifililanlter. 

If I have gaz’d on brighter skies, 

Oh Scotland !—^native land—than thine ; 

If fairer scenes have blest mine eyes, 

Where Taste has woo’d me to her shrine 

If gentler breeze have fann’d my cheek, 
M'ith fragrance breathing as it flew, 

Tlian that, which on thy mountains lileak 
My years of sjiortive fioyhood knew ; 

If I have heard the softest straiti 
That ever jmur’d Italian song. 

In rapture o’er the lovely main. 

That plays Venetiiut Isles among ; 

If I.have sought the classic lore. 

That sense and feeling cun ndine ; 

•—In spite of all these charms, and more ; 
Yet, Scotland !—^yet, my soul is thine ! 

And as I climb thy barren steeps. 

And muse upon thy threatening clouds. 

My heart its fond allegiance keeps 
To all thy rugged bosom shr<juds. 
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And thine own music, sweet and wild. 

Can cast more powerful spells o’er me, 

Who caug’ht its spirit when a child, 

Thau all Ausonia’s melody. 

Thine is my wish—^my hope—^my fear— 

Thine is the shelter that I crave ! 

Living—thy land is more than dear; 

And dying—it shall he my grave ! 

J. C. 


Sonnet. 

Thk unwearied moments slowly steal away,— 

I thoughtless chide their pace—thoiigh each destroys 
My fading youth ;—and sternly seems to say. 

Vain mortal ! Mark how transient arc thy joys ! 
Soon—^all too soon, will come tlie unwelcome day, 
Mnien chilling age shall cftlm thy throhliiug heart! 
When those dark locks shall wave with silver grey. 
And fears, and treasured hopes alike depart; 

Then mourn not, though on earth no charm is found 
To speed or check the feathered feet of Time ! 
lleflectioii can o’erlook this mortal bound. 

And muse on bliss more lasting and sublime ;— 
When Life’s eventful dream has fled away. 

And night and sliadcs are lust in cloudless day! 


S.R. 
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Ifif IDeati^ of a dfrtenlr. 

BV MISS MITSOBD. 

Heavy each heart, and clouded every eye, 

And meeting friends turn half away to sigh; 

Kor she is gone, before wliose soft control 
Sadness and sorrow fled the troubled soul; 

For she is gone, whose cheering smiles had power 
To speed on pleasure’s wing the social hour; 

Long shall her thought with friendly greeting blend. 
For she is gone, who was of all the friend. 

Such were her charms as Raphael loved to trace, 
Repeat, improve, in each Madonna’s face ; 

The broad fair forehead, the full modest eye. 

Cool cheeksf but of the damask rose’s dye, 

And coral lips that breathed of purity. 

Such, but more lovely! for serenely bright 
Her sunny spirit shone with living light; 

Far, far, beyond the narrow bounds of art, 

Hcr’s was the very beauty of the heart; 

Beauty that must be loved—The weeping child, 
Home-sick and sad, has gaised on her, and smiled, 
Has heard her voice, and in its gentle sound, 
Another home, another mother fip'.nd. 
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And as she seemed, she was—From day to day 
M^isdom and virtue marked her peaceful way. 

Her friends were many—and tUc cheerful breast 
Spread, wide around her, happiness and rest: 

She had sweet words, and pleasant looks for all, 
And precious kindness at the mourner’s call; 
Charity, quick to ^ive and slo^v to blame, 

And, lingeriiij^ still in that unfadod frame. 

The fairest and most fleeting charms of youth. 
Bloom of the mind, simplicity and truth 
And pure Religion, thine eternal light 
Beamed round that brow, in mortal beauty bright. 
Spake in that voic^e, soft as the mother-dove, 
Found, in that gentle breast, thy home of love. 

So knit she Friendship’s lovely knot—How well 
She fllled caeJi tenderer name, no verse can tell: 
That last best praise lives in her husband’s sigh. 
And floating dims her children’s glistering eye, 
Embalming with fond tears her memory. 
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(Queen iBaric's illBeU. 


In thv KrouniU of {jturmimnv iieur Is h well, m-.it wliu-l> Miwy Hliwri U wid to 

liHve rested, in h juumey to or troui Itolton Cnstln—tiwnce cAlleil tlie WsU. 


Akt thou the fount, in former days 
So like a diamond sparkling bright; 

\l''hen, through the trees, the sunny rays 
Shed on thy wave a changing light ? 

— Now, moss and weeds have choked thy stream ; 
Thy place the shepherd scarce can tell, 

Thou dost so dim and stagnant seem, 

lione and deserted ■well! 

Not thus ! not thus! in days of yore, 

When earth in verdure fresh was drest. 

The trees thy margin bending o’er. 

Were imaged on thy glassy breast; 

And there, amid the blooms of spring. 

Was heard the humming of the bee; 

And the wild bird would check its wing. 

And stoop to drink of thee. 

And those who know the spot will tell. 

That she, the fairest of the fair, 

Paused on thy brink, oh forest well! 

Her feverish lip to moisten there— 
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And on thy hanks of emerald green. 

She spent the snltry noontide hours ; 

And better loved the sylvan scene, 

Thau Bolton’s lordly towers. 

And, as she sat beside the rill, 

Perchance the captive’s thoughts would stray 
To her own land of glen and hill. 

Her native Scotland far away ! 

And memory, to her aching eye. 

Would bring again the festive scene ; 

Till she would weep for days gone by. 

And pleasures that had been. 

Milieu in the sunny land of France, 

The centre of a dazzling throng. 

Her stop was lightest in the dance. 

Her voice, the sweetest in the song;— 

When kings were listeners for her words. 

And nobles wooed in courtly ))hrasc. 

And for her smiles would dratv their swords. 
And die to win her praise ! 

And turning from that brilliant scene. 

Her thoughts tvould mourn her altered states 
In foreign land a caj)tive Queen, 

The victim of a rival’s hate :— 

And now, awhile escaped from thrall. 

To her ’twas bliss to wander free ; 

And hear thy silver streamlets fall. 

In gentle melody. 
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Fast fled the sultry hours away;— 

On past the Queen and all her train. 

Ere evening, with its shadows grey, 

Came down upon the stream and plain. 

—But still as darker grew her lot, 

How often in her dreary cell, 

She thought upon that distant spot; 

The lonely forest well!— 

H. F. Chobley. 


ISonnet 

TO THE CAMELLIA 

BY W. HOSCOE, KSy. 

Say, what impels me, pure and spotless flower, 

To view thee with a secret sympathy ? 

—Is there some living spirit shrined in thee ? 

That, as thou hloom’st within my humble bower. 
Endows thee with some strange mysterious power. 
Waking high thoughts ?—As there perchance might be 
Some angel-form of truth and purity. 

Whose hallowed presence shared my lonely hour ? 

—Yes, lovely flower, 'tis not thy virgin glow. 

Thy petals whiter than descending snow. 

Nor all the charms thy velvet folds display, 

’Tis the soft image of some beaming mind. 

By grar.e adorn’d, by elegance refin’d. 

That o’er my heart thus holds its silent sway. 
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lEbening upon 4!r^anies. 

I FAIN would sing a song of thee, 

3Iy own fair river ! but I deem. 

My strain would faint and powerless be. 

And only mar so sweet a theme— 

Vet, when I view tby glassy stream. 

And groves, whose shadows seem to sleep 
Upon thy bosom still and deep. 

Ting’d with day’s latest, loveliest beam,— 
My lyre may scarce its silence keep. 

There is a nameless spell of home, 

M''hich hallows every fount and hill ;— 
And, let the thoughtless wanderer roam 

Through scenes of pleasure, where he will, 
There’s not a joy the heart can fill, 

Uike that which now is mine once more ; 

To walk upon thy grassy shore. 

And hear, across thy meadows stiU, 

The dashing of the distant oar. 

The forest’s leafy sires decay ; 

And fall the stately temple’s towers ; 

Our fleets by storms are swept away ; 

But thou, unchang’d, shalt still be ours ! 
And yet thy stream as freshly pours 
Its waters to the dark blue sea, 

II 
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graded, in public estimation, even from his cradle ; but 
such was the power of Colleuuccio’s remonstrances tbal 
he bent the finn resolution of Sixtus, and the ]irinci- 
pality of Pesaro was \nelded to a s])urious heir: a con¬ 
cession which seems little less than miraculous whi-n ive 
consider the disposition of that Pope, who always tena¬ 
ciously maintained the dignity and jurisdiraion of the 
Pontifical chair. 

Collenuccio, boivcvcr, received no other reward for 
his labours than the return w'hich wicked jirinces have 
too often made to him by whom they were placed iijion 
the throne ; their hatred, perhajis, being excited by the 
fear that he, who had the power to raise, may also be able 
to cast them down. Nor could anything be more base 
than the means chosen by the tyrant to vent this feeling 
against his benefactor. A dispute, respecting a few 
hundred florins, having arisen between Collenuccio and 
Giulio Varano da Camerino, and been brought before 
the civil power, Sforza without waiting for the decision, 
a proceeding before unheard of, broke through every nile 
of justice, threw' Pandolfo into prison for sixteen months, 
deprived him of his patrimony, and finally sent him into 
banishment. At once depriving of his liberty, his pos¬ 
sessions, and his country, the very man to whom he was 
himself indebted for his power. 

Uncompiered by these misfortunes, Collenuccill^ltra- 
velled through Italy and Germany; and receiving in 
many places great honours, and in all a welcome, he 
shewed that, to the learned, every country is a home. 
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Thus triumphing over his adverse destiny, he lived 
in exile from 1489 till 1500, in which year Sfonta fled 
from his city, abandoning it to the arms of Valentino.* 
An event accompanied l)y the singular circumstance, 
unnoticed hy historians, that while the name of this 
captaiti s])rcad the greatest terror in every other city of 
Italy, it produced joy and confldence amongst the Pc- 
sarcans, who, weary of their wicked prince, seemed to 
place tlieir hopes even upon that Uorgia from whom all 
others feared extermination. 

This event gave fresh hopes to the banished Colle- 
nuccio, who presented to the new Prince a statement of 
the wrongs he had suffertsj from the ingratitude of 
Sfor7.a, which as it is little known, and was the cause of 
the punishment he afterwards suffered, may he allowed 
to form a part of the present narrative. It was thus 
expressi'd:— 

“ M. Giovanni Sforxa. f,ord of Pesaro, in the gear 
1488, willumt sentence and against ail justice, tyranni¬ 
cally threw me into a dungeon of the oaslle. Here he 
held me imprisoned and reputed dead for sixteen months 
and eight days, not permitting me to speak to any one. 
While I was thus confined, ignorant of all that was 
passing in the world, 1 was deprived of my real and per¬ 
sonal property, without citation, and without regard to any 
of the laws and statutes, but solely through the injustice 


* Ctesar Borgia, created by the King of France, Duke of Valcntinois, 
in Daiiphini*. Throughout the text, the Italian names and titles are 
itteserved. 
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and iniquity of M, Giovanni, under pretext that I 
might be indebted to Sig. Giulio da Camerino. In the 
following gear, 1489, bg the aid of the iltustrioue M. Her- 
cute Bentivoglio I was liberated, taken from my prison, 
and in the very hour of my liberation was by the same 
Giovanni sent into exile, notwithstanding my faithful ser¬ 
vices for many years as a good cilizen and servant of 
Signor Costanzo and of Giovanni himself. Having been 
in exile eleven years, with my wife, with seven children, 
and the rest of my household, the goodness of God and 
the providence of our Lord have at length, for his evil 
deeds, deprived M. Giovanni of the stale of Pesaro, and 
deservedly conferred it upon your excellency. Where¬ 
fore seeing the wag to justice opened to me by the expul¬ 
sion of the tyrant and the establishment of your highness 
as lawful prince, I pray to be restored to my country and 
my estate.” 

Valentino either moved at such injustice, or as an act 
of policy, relieved Pandolfo.from his sufferings and re. 
placed him in possession of his property. Unelated by 
this change of fortune, he remained quietly at Pesaro 
during the reign of Valentino: but it'was not of long 
duration. The death of Pope Alexander VI., his father, 
produced, as is well known, a revolution in the affairs of 
Italy, and the Pesareans again returned to the dominion 
of the Sforzas: the greater part of them, however, in¬ 
clining their necks and not their hearts to the conqueror.' 
Hence, says Pebti(! 4 BI (from whose “ Opuscoli” 
these particulars are taken), the vengeance of Giovanni 
was great and lasting. His territory was full of confis. 
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cations, of exiles, and of bloodshed. The magistrates 
and principal persons of the city were hung from the 
windows of their own palaces; others were slain in the 
fields while they fied ; and those who did not fall into 
his hands, he persecuted with heavy fines, regardless 
either of age or sex. Pandolfo, who knew his cruel and 
sanguinary disposition, had foreseen this tempest and fled 
it, repairing to Ferrara to the Court of Duke Ercole 
d’Este who ijiad elected him his minister of justice. 
Giovanni, therefore, well knowing that open anger 
would never, under such circumstances, effect the ruin 
of his vnctim, sought by treachery to draw him within 
his power. Dissembling his rage, he pretended clemency; 
he did not place the name of Coilenucciu on the list of 
exiles: he did not again confiscate the property which' 
had been restored by the decree of Borgia; he feigned 
to hold him in respect. Or at least to have forgotten his 
former enmity. 

Encouraged by these api^arances, and influenced both 
by the desire natural to an exile of returning to his native 
country, and by his anxiety to superintend some im¬ 
portant private affairs, blinding himself to his danger, 
he wrote urgently to Sforza, and obtained letters to 
the same purport from the Marquis and Cardinal of 
Mantua, and from the Duchess of Urbino, thinking that 
if the tyrant should even be unwilling to keep his faith 
with a private individual and a subject, he would never 
violate it with princes so friendly and so powerful. The 
crafty Sforza returned the most gradous answers, not 
Anly to these princes but also to Pandolfo .himself, per- 
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suading him in letters of considerable length in which 
he called him “ hia most dear friend," to return to his 
native country; a perfidy, says Perticari, of which I do 
not believe there is another example in liistory. De¬ 
ceived by a name that rulers arc not in the habit of using 
in addressing their subjects, and only now employed to 
lead him to his destruction, Collcnuccio rc'turned to Pes- 
aro, and hoping that at last a regard for public faith and 
the meraoty of ancient services would overcome the 
anger of Sfonsa, he presented himself before his So- 
vereign. 

Sforza, well practised in dissimulation, embraced and 
received him as the man he had called his friend: but 
six days having passed away in this false show of cle¬ 
mency, he threw aside the mask, feigned to have then 
discovered the memorial which Collcnuccio had addressed 
to Ids predecessor, and denounced it as treason against 
his insulted majesty. He did not bear in mind that 
Collenuccio, whom he had oppressed with chains and 
exile, had only offended him by words. He disregarded 
the circumstances under which the paper had been writ¬ 
ten_his throne then yielded to an enemy, and his con¬ 

duct denoimced from the altars by order of the Pope in 
terms as severe as those of the memorial; and he forgot 
that, even if he had reason to be offended, every other 
consideration should yield to the faith of a prince, the 
pledge given to tilie courts of Urbino and Mantua, and 
the invitation by which Collenuccio had l>een induced to 
place himself within his power; but urged on, partly 
l>y -his hatred, and partly by the misrepresentations of 
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liis (wirtiors, without accusation or legal process, he in¬ 
famously condemned Collcnuccio to death. 

It #as early on the morning of the 6th of July, in the 
year IfiOd, that the philosopher, surrounded by his 
family, seemed recompensing himself with the affections 
of his country and his homo for the privations of his long 
exile : ho was cheerfully arranging his manuscripts and 
books, and speaking to those around him of the new 
bounty of Sforza and the end of his afflictions. His wife 
was at his side: his children, so long dispersed and wan¬ 
dering, at last saw themselves reunited; and formed, in 
the embraces of their fatlier, one of the most beautiful 
and affecting pictures of human happiness. 

At this moment the officer of justice entered his 
house ; read to him the order of the tyrant; threw him 
into prison; and there informed him that in five days he 
must die. He bore this reverse with the fortitude of 
one at:custoracd to sorrow. Not a sigh or tear escaped 
him; but, turning to the officer, he said, almost with a 
smile, that “ it was not by the death which he might 
suffer, but by evil and unworthy actions alone, that a 
man could be rendered infamous: that it would cast a 
glory upon his name when it was known to posterity 
that he had been betrayed under the plighted word of a 
prince, and under the name of friendship, and slain 
by the very hands in which he had himself placed a 
sceptre : he rejoiced that he had not been condemned by 
the tribunals, as his innocence was thus admitted by the 
tyrant himself, who, avoiding its forms, did not wish to 
preserve even the appearance of justice, and at once 
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burst asunder the bunds both of honour and of shame: 
he was already old, and n’illingly relinquished tlu! por¬ 
tion of life most difficult to be home, and a country made 
niiserahle in having neither laws nor liberty; and he 
therefore felt grateful to heaven that, under such cir. 
cumstancos, it rather gave him death than life.” 

Having thus expressed himself, he turned cheerfully 
to one of his keepers and requested materials for wri ring; 
not meanly now to beg for mercy, but to shew all the 
constancy and firmness of his nneonquered mind. It 
was then he composed the IlrMN to Death which we 
here publish. It remained inedited in the Oliveriaii 
library (where it had been placed in the hand-writing of 
Annil)al his eldest son) till it was given to the world in 
1816 by Count Giulio Perticari,* who considers it most 
noble and honourable nut only to CoUcnuccio but to hu¬ 
man nature itself, as being a striking instance of the 
strength of a mind nourished in the school of true phi¬ 
losophy. It may be supposed, he observes, that many 
who have met death with a serene countenance have 
concealed the tempest of the soul beneath it, but none 
can ever doubt that CoUcnuccio was intrepid and com¬ 
posed, when he sees the correctness, the elegance, and 
beauty of the foUowing verses, and reflects that they arc 

• This highly respected nobleman, and excellent patriot, was married 
to Coitanxa, only daughter of the poet Vicenzo Monti. He died in 
1822, deeply regretted by all Italy. His researches on the origin of 
the Italiatotoniipte have obtained him a high reputation, more, 
perhaps, on mtiUffit of the spirit in which they are written than of 
thdr intrinsic merit. 
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th<> composition of a man sixty years of age under the 
very hands of the executioner. 

In the original they deserve the praises bestowed upon 
them ; but many of their beauties must necessarily be 
lost in a translation. 

They are entitled “Canzone alia Morte composta 
per lo splendido ed egregio uomo M. Pandolfo Colic, 
nucein mio padre, sendo in prigione.—Luglio, 1.604. 


an ©he to Drnti^. 


As the tir’d trav’ller, who bew-ilder’d strays 
Tliro’ savage wilds and long-fatiguing ways, 
Keturning blanch’d and bent with years, 

When from afar his native home appears, 

Sighing remembers where repose 
The ashes of his sires—and bastes to close 
AVhere childhood’s brighter lot was cast. 

In tranquil thought, the ev’ning of his days. 

So I, approaching fast 
To those sad years when life decays, 

W'hilc clouds and shadows its dim close surround. 
Turn where the only refuge naay be found 
For him who from this pilgrimage would flee, 

And pour my pray’rs, O sacred Death ! to thee. 


Or as the seaman, on the turbid waves. 

Of Neptune and the angry winds the sport. 
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When almost driv’n to danger’s utmost verge, 

Casts his rich lading to the rising surge, 

And, lighten’d thus, his stniggling vessel saves: 
Then gazes on his wish’d-for port. 

And thinking of the perils of the seas. 
Where Scylla frowns, and wild Charybdis raves. 
By danger taught the treach’ry of the deep. 

Sighs for that life of envied ease 
When, undisturb’d by tempi’sts, he may sleep. 

So I, pursued by cruel fate, 

Stain’d and disfigur’d in this mortal state. 

Turn to the only port from shipwreck free. 

And pour my j)ray’rs, O nughty Death ! to tliee. 

Exalted quiet, and serene repose, 

Which Styx or glowing Phlegethon bestows, 
Cocytus, or dark Acheron, 

Or Lethe’s idle stream that murmurs on 
And ev’ry trace of memory p’erflows !— 

By Thee the veil of ignorance is rent. 

And blind and stniggling with the truth is he 
■Whose wishes dwell not on thine aid intent. 

Darkly he lifts his sight to heav’n. 

When life’s consuming ills prevail. 

Who cannot in thy pitying succour see 

The bounteous gift by his Creator giv’n. 

Thou art the lofty pow’r from whom we learn 
F^ehood from truth, the steadfast from the frail. 
The suikal from th’ eternal to discern: 

Then, consort of great minds, O turn, kind Death, 

to me 1 
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The suul to this dark frame 
Descends from Heav’n divine and pure. 

And takes the vestments which obscure 
Its bright and glorious flame. 

'Tis doom’d to wander here 
’Midst terror and desire, 

Grief and vain gladness, wrongs and ire. 
Outrage, and strife, and fear. 

Where nature and the elements still wage 
Fierce warfare, and perpetual tempests rage. 

O ! when oppress’d, and hurl’d 
Beneath the weight of this ungrateful world, 
’Twere l>eautlful to turn from such a state 
And gaze upon the skies ! 

Then grant, in mercy, his first liberty 
To one who long has panted to be free. 

And seeks by thy eternal hand to rise 
Above his cruel fate. 

Looking for his relief, O noble Death! to thee. 

Falsely lias life been counted happiness: 

If by a tyrant giv’n but to oppress, 

’Tis a deep grief, a lengthen’d sigh, 

Warfare, and fear, and agony. 

Nature, man’s rigid stepmother, bestows 
In thee the only good ’midst countless woes 
Unto the wisest ’tis delight. 

To mark the end of human pain. 

And say, “ O thou, who free’st me for my flight, 
“ Haste, nor thy merciful intent restrain!” 

E 
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The gift of Hcav’n, and her whose pow’r benign 
Can cleanse the breast from ev’ry earthly stain— 
Veil’d in immortal gloom, ’tis thine 
Our 4eeds of guilt and shame to hide 
Beneath oblivion’s endless tide: 

Therefore shalt thou my trusted escort be, 

And willingly 1 come, O Death! to thee. 

How many lofty minds in ancient days. 

The learned Arab, and the Hebrew seer, 

Romans, and Persians—Greeks, and Gotha—appear 
In diverse tongues accordant in thy praise ! 

One, envies him who in his cradle dies: 

Others desire to meet thee when life’s feast 
For full enjoyment spread before them lies; 

And some have wish’d it when expt^cted least: 

Some think ’twcro better far we ne’er should see 
The light that but reveals our misery : 

Many, impatient of this weary load. 

Have hurried rashly to thy calm abode: 

And these thou wilt distinguish in thine hour, 

The coward from the brave. 

The free-born spirit from the slave. 

The rugged bramble from the drooping flow’r. 

Grant then, for here thy coming I await, 

That when I full, the victim of his hate. 

The tyrant’s rage quench’d in that blood may be 
Which thus, O Death! I consecrate to thee. 
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And now, thro’ Him who died 
Upon the Cross, triumphant o’er the ire 
Of the dread seipent, humbly I aspire, 

That, hallowed by his blood and purified, 

He, by his boundless mercy sway’d. 

Will not regard where sin hath cast its shade 
O’er the dim path where I have wand’ring stray’d. 
If unsupported, I am but a leaf 
Trembling upon the breath of grief,— 

But I am moulded by that mighty hand 
Whose pow’r sustains the beings he has plann’d. 
And who to thee, O welcome Death t has giv’n 
The keys that can unfold the golden gates of Heav’n. 


Thou shalt survive, my Song, when I am dead; 
And strong, tho’ humble in thy strength, be thine 
The fearless Theban’s energy divine. 

Thy later fame with his of Tarsus spread.*— 

By thee no pow’r shall be ador’d. 

By thee none worship’d but the only Lord, 
Him, who, in mercy yielding up his breath. 

Dying for us, made beautiful ev’n Death. 

• In the original “ Col TeiMte n'andrai, eon quel da Tarso. There 
is an obscurity in this passage which I have been unable to p^etrate. 
The word " Tesbite" may possibly have been mistaken, in the original 
M.S., for “ Lesbite,’’ and, if allowed to refer, not to the sentiment, 
but to the skill, of the poet, may allude to Terpander. My friend 
Mr. Panizzi (to whom 1 am also indebted for the note on Pertieaii) 
suggests that TaUte may have been used for Tebano, and that it may 
allude to the concluding lines of the sixteenth of Horace’s first book 
of Epistles; which it the construction I have adopted. 
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Thus exhausting the vehemence of his aflFections in a 
manner not unworthy even of Socrates, Collenuccio 
turned all his thoughts to his domestic affairs and the 
wants of his unhappy wife and children. Deprived by 
the tyranny of Sforza of the power of executing a will 
according to the usual forms of law, he wrote with his 
own hand, a few hours before his death, a document ex- 
pressive of his last wislies, and full of the deepest kind¬ 
ness and affection towaixls his family arid friends. Hav¬ 
ing done this, he resigned himself to the executioners, 
and was strangled in his prison ; preserving to the last 
a firmness worthy of the greatest examples of Athens 
and of Rome. 

The name of Collenuccio is little known to the Eng¬ 
lish reader; and, even in his own country, his memoiy 
suffered from the same tyranny that oppressed him 
during life: but be has been spoken of with the highest 
praise by many distinguished writers. Of these none 
perhaps has left a more splendid testimony to his talents 
than Angelo Poliziano, whose applause, as it was never 
lavished on an unworthy object, became more, honourable 
to the few to whom it was not denied, lie observes in 
his seventh epistle “ It is wonderful how Collenuccio— 
only a man—was able to perform so many and such va¬ 
rious things. He conducted the negociations of princes 
with subtle prudence. He wrote prose and verse with 
such perfect elegance as to rank second to none. He re¬ 
plied to legal arguments as ably as the most celebrated 
and drilfol jurist. He treated of the most recondite 
branches of knowledge, and in each of these continually 
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discovered something unknown even to its professors; 
and finally, dividing liis attention amongst so many sub¬ 
jects, he so happily divided it, as to appear entirely de- 
voted only to one.” 

Nor will the praises of Foliziano appear exaggerated 
when wo consider the prominent part whicli Collenuccio 
took in the revival of letters. He was one of the first 
to recommend his countrymen again to follow the steps 
of the Greek aitd Latin writers, so long unhappily lost 
sight of: the first in Europe to found a museum of na- 
tmal history, and to defend Pliny from the attacks of 
Leoniceno—indignant, as he observed, at the outrage 
done to the great painter of nature so many years after 
his death, and conceiving it a duty to defend him, ac- 
rording to those ancient laws which confided to all good 
citizens the task of preserving the sepulchres from viola¬ 
tion. He was a distinguished antiquarian: and aban¬ 
doning the common practice of merely tvriting disjointed 
chronicles, he was the first who produced a regular 
History of the Kingdom of Naples. He also translated 
the works of Plautus, and, causing them to be recited in 
Ferrara, it was he who restored Comedy to the Italiait 
stage, from whence it had been banished by the re¬ 
presentation of mysteries, and of the chivalrous fables 
of the dark ages. 

That such a man should have been the victim of a 
petty tyrant is one of those stains by which the page of 
history is too often disfigured; and it becomes the duty 
of posterity to do that justice to his memory which was 
denied to himself while living. 

£ 2 


W. M. Tabtt. 
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ON LBAVINO THE CAPK 0» GOOD HOPE. 

O SOUTHERN beauty, siiiiling o’er the waves. 
How fast recede thy shores! no more 1 see 

The lovely land, whose heritage of slaves 
Have lost the wish—the title, to be free ! 

Within thy vales of verdure Fancy roves, 

And memory swift retraces every scene; 

Those Fairy gardens, gay Hesperian groves, 
Skies ever bright—and shades for ever green ! 

Yet Africa adieu !—these swelling sails 
Call me again to brave the stormy sea; 

Adieu, ye sunny groves, and genial gales ! 

This land of Eden is no rest for me ! 

The darkening waves each other frowning urge. 
And evening closes gloomy as despair. 

Yet still a voice soft whispers through the surge. 
And tells my throbbing bosom—God is there ! 


kS. R. 
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BV J. MONTQOMSHV, KSQ. 

A BACE, a race on earth we run; 

And hold a prir-e in view, 

More bright than if we chased the sun. 
Through Heav’n’s eternal blue. 

Changes wc prove, and vanish soon ; 

Changes from youth to age, 

Silent as those that shape the moon 
In her brief pilgrimage. 

Idke consteUatioms on their way. 

That meet the morning light; 

We travel up to higher day. 

Through shades of deeper night. 

Their tasks the heavenly host fulfil; 

Ere long to shine their last;— 

Wc, if we do our Father’s will, 

Shall shine when they are past. 

Knit like the social stars in love. 

Fair as the moon, and clear 
As yonder sun enthroned aljove, 
Christians through life appear. 


siM>a,K M,, B, insA. 
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iCIausoIeittns tn t^e CSarlten of Sllai^aliatt, 


** Th« finwt tliioKi in AHahEfiod, howtrvr, *n Sultnn ChooRM*o 6«n{ knd g>rd«n8i fbnnot 
it «iiiMei|iia(lruigl«,witli four fine Oothief(ai«wptyo,aurmund«d by an rmbnltltd wiOl, with* 
r»nf^ of cioitten, fur tho an-ommodatiun of travelierik Adjtiining tbe tterai it ■ ntgioctmt 
garden, planted witli iina old Mango troet, in which we three beautiful tomlia, rained over two 
I*nncet and a JVincete of the Imperial family. Kach comutte of a large terrace, with vaulted 
apartmenti beneath it; in tlie central one uf which ia a tomb with a itoiie ooftin, richly carved. 
Above >e a very liitty elmilar apartment, covered fay a dome richly jxdRted within, and without 
carved yet more beautifully. All thmarevery aolemn and ttriking—rich, but notfltwid or gaudy t 
and completely giving the lie tn the notion which regard* all Baetem arcliiterture at in bod totte 
andbaibaroua" Bnuiop HRuan’t JonjiNAi^ 


The Udy whose temaiiiB are enshrined in one of the Mausoleums was 
to have been married to the Sultan; but a war between her father 
and betrothed husband broke offtlie union, and her body is interred 
near that of her lover :->Her shade is supposed to address an English 
lady of rank. 


Dauohteb of Albion, whose adventurous mind, 
By taste enlighten’d, joys in scenes like these; 
Doth not thy heart a pensive plcasiu% find 
Beneath the foliage of my whispering trees ? 

Does not this spot a sacred silence wear ? 

Do not these boughs in soft accordance wave ? 
It is my mournful shade that wanders there. 
Round the still precincts of my virgin grave. 
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My hapless fate once bore a brighter hue; 

When, gay in youth and beauty’s early pride. 

Splendour and Love unfolded to my view 
The envied state of gallant Chosroe’s bride. 

Those lofty domes ’mid yonder proud arcades, 
Flow’rs of all tints, and every graceful tree, 

The calm seclusion of these blossom’d shades,— 
The hand of regal love prepared for me ! 

In vain prepar’d.—My footsteps never press’d 
The verdant path, nor sought the sculptur’d dome 

For me, in vain a hundred bow’rs were dress’d;— 
Their waving branches oiJy shade—^my tomb ! 

Daughter of Albion, whom all bounteous Heav’n 
lias bless’d with every good that mortals claim. 

And, for the partner of thy bosom, giv’n 
A hero brilliant in the lists of Fame— 

Ever, as now, of peace and love possest 
May the fair fabric of thy prospects be ! 

And the brave sharer of thy faithful breast 
Still bear his laurels o’er the foamy sea. 

Amidst these blessings, sometimes give a tear, 

And muse upon the spot where I am laid;— 

^ The sweet idea I will cherish here I 

The pitying sighs shall soothe my pensive shade ! 



4(5 


THE MAUSOLEUMS OF ALLAIIABAO. 


Ah, never may the iron hand of war 
Prepare a fate severe as mine for thee, 

Buryiiijc the light of Love’s refulgent star 
Beneath the clouds of sombre destiny 1 

Doom’d by my adverse lot to live alone, 

Far from the prince to whom my faith I gave, 
Denied the splendid title to his throne, 

Mine is the privilege to share his grave ! 

S. B. 


I^onnet 

ON TUB Olscovsav OF THB TOMBS OF THB KINSS AT THBBBS. 

Of old, a mighty monarch here had sway; 

And when his shade to join his fathers went. 

His toiling slaves hewed out his monument, 

A proud mausoleum for his senseless clay; 

Within whose spacious halls alone he lay. 

Until a wanderer from a distant isle. 

Sought with adventurous step the land of Nile, 

And bared its hidden treasures to the day;— 

So when at last the rushing wing of Time, 

That moves along and gives no warning sound. 

Shall sweep our towers and temples to the ground. 
Like these;—some stranger from a distant clime 
May pause perplexed o’er ruined towers and shrines; 
Our records lost,—or deemed as hieroglyphic lines. 

H. 
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Tf all that has been said and written, on the uncertainty 
of human life, had produced even a small portion of the 
benefit which might have been expected to result from 
labours so well directed, we should see much less of the 
impnidcuce we all have had reasou to deplore,—not only 
in the conduct of those in whom wo are interested, but 
frequently upon a retrospect of our own. 

The little incident, which I am aliout to commit to 
papi’r, occurred precisely as I shall relate it,—and if any 
one who reads it be disposed to think it too unimportant 
for such commemoration, I have only to remark, that it 
produced on me, when I heard it, a strong and lasting 
impression; and to add, that those who are in the habit of 
daily observation upon what passes around them, may 
frequently derive a useful practical lesson from events 
which escape the notice of the inadvertent; or, in other 
words those who look without seeing. 

It is now more than half a century since a gentleman, 
practising the law in London, where he was rising rapidly 
in his profession, and where his residence was, for many 
reasons, peculiarly agreeable to himself—relinquislied at 
once his well-founded hopes of eminence, and the society 
he had formed there, congenial to his tastes and habits, 
to retire to a small town in a remote county. He 
made this sacrifice, in compliance with the earnest wish 
6f his father, who had long been a widower, and now 
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in advanced ycara, desired that bis sim should Iw near 
him during- the remaiuderof his life. Jlr. Freeland the 
younger, continued to administer the law in the small 
community which now beeamc his abode, where his scru¬ 
pulous integrity reflected honour on a profession to wliich 
disgrace and chicanery arc commonly, and often unjust¬ 
ly, attributed. 

In the ncightiourhood of Mr. Freeland’s residence 
lived old Mrs. Sandford, who had been for many years 
previously to the time of which we write, so far an in¬ 
valid as to be unable to leave her bed, except for almut 
one hour during the twenty-foiu'.' Diminutive I)y nature, 
she had liecomc so wasted and pallid, and was often so 
oppressed with weakness and infirmity, that her kind 
and attentive visitors were sui^rised by her continued ex¬ 
istence from day to day ; whilst she herself, although 
patiently awaiting her release from stiffering, always 
seemed to have comfort in believing that it could be at 
no very distant period. 

She had one domestic attendant, a young woman be¬ 
tween twenty and thirty years of age, of stout confor¬ 
mation, florid countenance, and robust health. When 
Mary Robinson first went to live with Mrs. Sandford, 
she was too young to perform the duties of an active 
servant; and she waited upon the iierson of her mis¬ 
tress, whose increasing feebleness and indisposition soon 
required her constant attendance. In the course of her 
dKrcmittcd assiduity and watching, as well as in admin¬ 
istering to'Afrs. Sandford all her food and medicine, she 
became so deeply attached to her, as amply to repay. 
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by zeal and affection, both the entire confidence of the 
invalid, and the pains she bestowed on the improvement 
of her nurse in mind and manners, whenever her situa¬ 
tion permitted it. Mary did improve, partly from the 
instruction which Mrs. Sandford was well qualified to 
give her, and perhaps, in part, from the constant exer¬ 
cise of benevolent and disinterested feelings, which have 
a refining infiucnce upon the mind, much more certain 
and extended, than those, whose attention has not been 
directed to causes and effects, would be willing to 
believe. 

After she had remained for some years in the state we 
have been describing, Mrs. Sandford began very visibly 
to draw near the close of her life, and being perfectly 
aware of her condition, she sent one morning for Mr. 
Freeland, with a view of having a codicil added to her 
will, which had long been prepared, and for reasons 
altogether unimportant here, was in his keeping. 

Mr. Freeland, from long acquaintance and esteem, was 
in habits of familiar intercourse with Mrs. Sandford; 
and before he proceeded to the object of his visit, he con¬ 
versed with her, until he had ascertained that she was 
perfectly sound of mind, and had a clear perception that 
she stood on the verge of life: her cheerful resig¬ 
nation and 'affectionate gratitude to those around her, 
unimpaired by her tedious sickness and confinement, re¬ 
taining their infiuence to the last. He sat down at a 
small table, by the side of her bed, and wrote from her 
dictation at intervals, as her weakness allowed her to 
proceed, until, after sundry other instructions, she di- 
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reeled him to bequeath a considerable sum to her faith¬ 
ful attendant, Mary Kobinson, “ to mark,” as she said, 
“ her sense in life and in death of those services for 
which money could I)e no comptmsatiun." 

Mr. Freeland had nearly comjdeted his task, when, 
suddenly raising his head from the table where he was 
writing, he said, “ Mrs. Sandford, what disposition do 
you wish to make of this money in tJte event of your sur¬ 
viving Mary?” “ Sir,” said the astonished invalid, 
turning her faded eyes ujion him,—“ How can you speak 
of a thing so utterly imjirobable ?” “ It is, at least, 
possible,” rejoined Mr. Freeland, “ and for this possi¬ 
bility it is our duty to provide.” Something like a smile 
pam‘d over the shrunk features of Mrs. Sandford, as 
she replied, “ Well Sir, if you think so, I leave it in 

that case to a distant relation who resides at-. I 

did not mention him before, because 1 know little of 
him, but I have always supjiosed him to be in easy cir¬ 
cumstances.” This provisional clause was confined to 
Mr. Freeland’s own knowledge. 

Contrary to the expectations of every laidy around 
her, Mrs. Sandford lingered some weeks after this 
business was transacted, still evidently growing weaker; 
until at length, incapable, of any farther cfiFort, she 
lay nearly motionless, and if she retained any con¬ 
sciousness, at least gave no proof of it. At this time, 
Mary began to complain of feeling unwell; and in a 
few hours, tliough she struggled to the very utmost 
against the oppresginn of illness, she was compelled to 
give up hqr jiost at the bed-side of her mistress; for 
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her complaint, being a formidable attack of fever, in- 
vi-eascd with such appalling rapidity, in her strong and 
full constitution, that the alarm of the medical man 
who attended her soon became decided hopelessness ; 
and, amidst their consternation, the household had 
only the forlorn comfort of reflecting, that Mrs. Sand- 
ford could no longer be made sensible of the dangerous 
situation of her affectionate friend. 

The interest taken by the neighbourhood in poor 
Mary’s fate was deep and sincere—but neither the 
efforts of medical skill, nor the zealous services of 
her anxious friends, could prolong her life—for the 
fiat had gone forth. From delirium she sank into 
stupor, and breathed her last after tliree days’ illness, 
just tlurtysU' hours before the death of her mistress. 

They were interred on the same day; and many 
rclatious of both the deceased attended the funeral. 
A short time before the assembly formed into a body, 
to follow the coffins to the grave, (as is usual in this 
county); a man rather past the middle period of life, 
in a thread-bare black coat, with very white hair, and 
of a prepossessing countenance, walked up to Mr. 
Freeland, and said to him, Sir, I am a relation, 
tliough a distant one, of the late Mrs. Sandford; I am 
a clergyman upon a small stipend, and I have seven 
children, almost unprovided for. Is it not hard that 
Mrs. Sandford’s property should descend to the rela¬ 
tions of Mary Robinson ? It was well bestowed upon 
^er; but after her death, I tliink it almost unjust that 
1 should be thus completely passed over.” Mr. Free- 
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land admitted the case, as the stranger stated it, to be 
a hard one, but recommended that no remark should 
be made until after the interment, in which final 
ceremony they were all summoned immediately to 
join. Dust was committed to dust. The aged invalid, 
after many years of suffering, and the young woman, 
called suddenly hence from life and health to her 
final account, were lowered into the grave; and tlie 
numerous attendants, wl^o had paid the last tribute of 
respect to the dead, returned to the house of Mrs. Sand- 
ford. Mr. Freeland read the will himself;—and when 
he had finished the clause which had, until then, been 
a secret from every other individual, a brother of 
Mary Robinson,. who had come from a distance to 
attend her funeral, a man of vulgar and coarse man¬ 
ners, gave vent to his mortification in terms that were 
rendered still more odious and offensive by the oaths 
ivith which he accompanied his abuse of the deceased. 
But the medical attendant of the late Mrs. Sandford, 
rising from his chair, extended his hand to her esti¬ 
mable relative and legatee, with sincere satisfaction and 
sympathy,—then, turning his eye in another direc¬ 
tion, he exclaimed, “ Mr. Freeland, your kindness 
and prudence may be thanked for this 1” 


J. C. 
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BV MABV HOWITT. 

She sate lieside her cottage door, 

A friendless, solitary thing; 

Her soul with troubling thought ran o’er; 

And long-pass’d griefs had power to wring 
From her, that eve, unbidden tears, 

Such os slie had not shed for years. 


Her thought was of the buoyant time. 
When play’d her children round her knee 
And life was as the morning prime. 

With fresh dews on the leafy tree; 

Till strong affections, one by one. 

Were broke, and life’s last joy was gone ! 


Of beautiful children, once her pride. 
That wither’d while she had no fear ; 
Of sons in distant climes that died. 
Alone, witli none to tend or cheer; 
But most of him who latest went, 
Young, ardent, on adventure bent— 
r 2 
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But, if he died by land or sea, 

Or lived in peace on some bright shore, 
Or pined in hopeless misery, 

She knew not,—traveller never bore 
Tidings of him—and ne’er was sent 
Message or token since he went. 


She sate absorb’d in torturing thought. 
Unheedful of what passed around ; 
Though gazing, yet perceiving nought. 
Though silent, listening to no sound, 
Ihiconscious that a stranger stood 
Before her, marvelling at her mood. 


At length she saw a weary man. 

Like one by age or grief subdued. 
Or exile whose thin cheek grew wan 
In some lifp-blasting solitude ; 
Long gazed she on his wasted frame. 
Ere tardy recognition came. 


Then saw she, with instinctive glance. 
All mind and body had gone through. 
That life had been but evil chance,— 
By sunken eye and pallid hue. 

By lines of agony and care. 

And by his thinned and whitened hair. 
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Her son, the one for whom she wept, 

The long-lost child, for whom she prayed; 
The youngest hojie, whose image kept 
Within her memory, not to fade— 

’Twas ho, alas ! with alter’d mien. 

In love alone as he had been. 


Beside her cottage-door he leant 
M’^hole days in melancholy mood. 

Like one whose strength to act was spent. 
Reckless of evil or of good;— 

And busy neighbours, passing by. 

Said he had but returned to die. 


Those summer eves he would relate 
Ilis perilous life by land and sea ; 

The changes of his dreai'y fate, 

And dark years of captivity. 

Of hardships, wrongs, and savage strife, 
When death seemed welcomer than life. 


Then told he of some fairer scene. 

Where it had been his hap to roam. 
Through cypress marsh, savannah green. 
Where the dark Indian finds his home. 
And of kind nature, undebased 
In those pure children of the waste. 



THE WIDOW AND HER SON. 
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Ob joyful mother was she then ! 

Listening the marvellous tales he told ;— 
How rescued from ferocious men, 

The fell, intractable, and bold. 

Fierce pirates of the southern main. 

Ho came, with mark of brand and chain. 


Yet saw she with slow unbelief. 

That joy ne’er warmed his wither’d cheek 
That sufferings, misery, and grief. 

Had left him spirit-bowed and weak ; 

And time might pass—but never more. 
Life’s energy or hope restore. 


She tended him, by night and day. 
Noting how swiftly life declined ; 
Wearing herself the while away. 

With patient love that ne’er repin’d. 
—But ere the Autumn leaves, were red. 
Mother and son were with the dead. 
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(iTotisir. 


The beach at Smyrna was unusually crowded and ani¬ 
mated, when I walked hastily down, on the summons 
that the Malvina was ready for sea, and that Captain 
Dalling's boat was waiting for me. It was a fine August 
morning, and the land breeze hardly stirred the air. The 
boats from an Austrian brig, which lay near the shore, 
were actively employed in landing her cargoand our 
own sailo,rs were bustling about to get off those numerous 
trifles, which always have to be put on board in a hurry, 
when a vessel is just on the point of departure. 

Whilst they were thus engaged, I gazed on the lively 
groups around me; and my eyes soon rested on one 
figure, with interest and curiosity. Habited in a com¬ 
mon Turkish dress, the man upon whom I looked, 
might almost have been confounded, at a cursory glance, 
with any of tlie surrounding labourers; but his coun¬ 
tenance was one to be long remembered, if seen but for 
a moment. The features were Grecian in their attic 
grace and beauty of contour, and the dark hair belonged 
to tbc same country. The eye, burning with the fire of 
botmdless daring and ambition, claimed kindred with no 
climate under heaven, but seemed as though, impatient 
of all that earth could hold, it belonged to the denizen 
of some loftier sphere. An expression acute intelli¬ 
gence animated the mouth, which, but for the eye of 
flame, might have given to the features a trace of the 
cunning of his countrymen. 
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THE COESAIE. 


Shortly afterwards, a small schooner appeared from 
behind the great Vonria, under a heavy press of sail, 
l)eating up into the wind, and shaping her course as 
fairly for the boat as she could. As Captain Dalling had 
predicted, a light man-of-war’s gig soon pulled rapidly 
round the little Vourla, and 1 saw tbe officer reconnoi- 
tering the strange schooner with his telescope. Appa- 
rently he saw something which he did not like; for he 
turned the boat's head round, and she disappeared as 
swiftly as she had come into view. The Greek soon 
reached his schooner, the boat was drawn up; and she 
stood to the north-west, with every sail spread to a fresh¬ 
ening breeze. 

We saw no more of Andrea in our voyage to Corfu; 
and I often felt anxious to know whether he escaped 
the man-of-war, which crossed our course off Cape 
Mastico, in full chase, under a press of canvas. The 
Antelope afterwards touched at Corfu, whilst I was 
there; and I learned from Captain Hinde, that he 
could not come up with the pirate, and had never 
since seen him. 

The interest, which this sudden appearance of An¬ 
drea Brusi had excited in me, was increased by the 
accounts of him, which I gathered from various 
sources, during my stay in the Ionian Islands. 'All 
my endeavot^’le find out the motive of his daring 
and hazardottit<4hlit to Smyrna were fruitless; though 
many conjecticfol reasons were assigned, I never could 
satisfactoifiy account for it. His family had lived ,jn 
Scio, and eudm-ed all the horrors of savage warfare. 
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when the Turks made that place the melancholy scene 
of their cruelties. j4ndrca, who (OTmmanded a brig 
in the Greek fliwt, had returned to his native island, 
to find his home a heap of ashes—his father slain on 
his own threshold—his motlier and sisters home hy the 
barbarous invaders—he enquired not whither. One 
hour maddened him; he never landed in Scio again. 
He quitted the Greek service: and, after having been 
for a time unheard of, was soon knotvn and dreaded 
as a man of dark and daring deisls. He had become 
a pirate—^liis hand was against all nations ; hut his 
merciless revenge was reserved for those transports or 
merchantmen, which, sailing under neutral flags, aided 
the Turks with supplies of arms or provisions, or for 
such Turkish ships as he could detach from their fleets. 
In these instanct*s, the fate of his victims was untold hy 
human tongue—he spared no life on f)oard ; and decks 
deeply stained with the red traces of combat, or strewn 
with mangled bodies—vessels abandoned to the sport 
of the winds, without a single sailor, were the dread 
traces of his course. Yet there were some redeeming 
traits in his character ;—^lio cared little for wealth or 
spoil, hut seemed to continue his career for the sake 
of' vengeance alone; and instanws of his mercy were 
told, which shewed in strange contrast with his usual 
remorseless cruelty. Like Lord Byron’s hero,— 

'Vet vas not Conrad thus by Nature sent. 

To lead the guilty. GuilCs worst instnunent— 

His soul was changed”- 
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But ho has hitherto escaped the fate, which awaited 
“ The Cobsaib” : — his success has been uninterrupted; 

_no ship that ever chased him could overtake him;_ 

he never engag’cd a vessel which he did not conquer. 

It was reported that a closer bond of similarity 
connected him \vith Conrad. An old sailor, whom he 
had left behind to be cured of a wound in the hospital 
at Corfu, said that he had a strong-hold in one of the 
smaller Grecian Islands; and that a lady dwelt there, 
whom he visited as often as his roving plans of life 
allowed. The old man had never seen her, though he 
had often been on board Andrea’s vessel when ho 
touched there,—but he said, tliat amongst the sailors 
her beauty was held to be almost more than mortal. 
No temptation could induce liim to give the most 
distant clue to the place; and Brusi’s island nest 
remains undiscovered. 

I afterwards sailed up the Archipelago : and often¬ 
times, as we rounded the rocky headlands of many 
of the islands, crowned with forts or ruins, did I fancy 
I had discovered the Corsair’s castle—and I strained 
my eyes in vain to catch a glimpse of his Medora, as 

** She looked, and saw the heaving of the main— 

The white sail set,—‘ and’ dared not look again.” 


W. C. 
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BV JOHN UOM’JlINGf Ksy. 

“ ANU HK SAW THAT IT WAS GOOD." 

With an all-svcing eye like Thine, 

To look upon a scene like this; 

And see it smile, and see it shine, 

So full of beauty and of bliss! 

Yes! e’en to Thee—All>pure ! to Thee 
The sight must be felicity. 

Thy Spirit in benignant hour 
Brooded upon Time’s solitude,— 

Then worlds arose, and own’d thy power! 

Thy love look’d on, and saw “’Twas Good”. 
And pleased the eye of Mercy strayed 
O’er the great work that Wisdom made. 

And still—and still, from Heaven aliove. 

This glorious World—so passing bright. 

So full of luxury, light, and love. 

Must be an Eden in thy sight— 

A scene with marvellous splendour drest, 
Where Thine all-seeing eye may rest! 



(!I>n a late Spring, 

^rniTTKS DUHiyn the late ivak,) 


IIV J. A. YATES, KSj;. 

Stili, ]i)urs tliH sky Avitli wintry temj’fsts dark; 
Rolls from the iiortii unceasiiij; cloud on cloud ; 

Thick fall the snow's; with heavy eye I mark 
All nature hid heneath the dismal shroud. 

The orient sun—a cold tind distant guest— 

From his dull orh no genial influence pom's ; 

No dew's refreshing meet him from the W'est, 

To rai.se the herlis, and nurse the springing flowers. 

The crocus scarce unfolds his saffron vest, 

And not a primrose decks the mournful glade; 

No lark exulting breaks our morning rest. 

No little warbler cheers the evening sliade. 

Ye southern gales ! w'hen will ye breathe, and melt 
The torpid soil w'ith your soft-falling dews ? 

When, glorious sun ! thy kindly power bo felt, 
Throngh the cold sod new vigour to diffuse ? 

Ah ! wherefore thus, ungnitcful man, demand 

The Spring now hovering o’er the imjiatient earth ? 

His smiling verdure soon shall fill the land. 

And all creation hail the glorious birth. 
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80U11 will unnumitered flowers around thee spring, 

And pearly dew-drops glisten on the sprays. 

Nature abroad her varied treasures fling, 

And wonted beauties flx thy wandering gaze. 

Thy ears shall listen to the accustomed lays 
Of birds, sweet-warbling in the leafy grove, 

tiwelling the song of universal praise, 

M’'ith notes of harmony, and peace, and love ! 

But Man the tender softness will not own. 

Proud man, with feeling and with reason blest; 

Spring’s gentle jwwer, uufelt by him alone. 

Melts nut the snows within his stormy breast. 

M’ill rapine, waste, and strife, for ever last ? 

Will war’s fierce tempests never cease to roll ? 

M'^lien will the winter of the mind bo past. 

And spring-tide bloom o’er the immortal soul ! 


r. 


o 



Cftr ;^air(e8’ SUBaterfall. 


In the grounds of W. Williams, Esq., of Aberpergwm, U a water- 
full, close to which is a cave in the rock, said by the {peasantry to 
have been the work of fairies and their favourite haunt. 


" Hera ill uid meny cell, 

AV)' rural fny* and fjiirlM iln’cll, 
Tlumgli rarely Men by miirtul eye.” 


Ah ! how tlie sons of eai-th have cause to sigh 
As the brief fashions of the world tliey sec ; 

How mourn the days of Britain’s pomp gone by, 

The tourney graced by maids of liigh degree, 

Whose smiles could rule the world of chivalry. 

And stir its bravest to adventures bold— 

Whose lowly suitors wooed on bended knee ; 

Not then, as now, methinks our hearts were cold 
Alas ! for ever fled the goodly times of old ! 

In those rare days, the kindly natured sprites 
Would wander forth and visit earth below ; 

And often shared the household toils at nights, 

And made the bcechen Iwwls as white as snow, 

And milked thf kine, and kneaded cakes of dough, 
And cleaned the coppers of the cottage dame. 

And patched her tattered shoes from heel to toe; 

And did a thousand acts I need not name, 

To which more skilful hards have given a deathless fame. 
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And some have said, that here with meikle care, 
Their tiny hands have hollowed out a cell, 

Where they would rest them from the noontide glare, 
And listen to the waters as they fell; 

And wash their garments in the crystal well, 

Or dance by moonlight on the rocky wall— 

While oft at eve, as aged peasants tell, 

Was heard the music of their voices small. 

Now clear—now lost amid the bubbling waterfall. 


But woe to those who hear that syren strain. 

Oh! go not near, nor listen as they sing; 

For dire disease befall, and wasting pain. 

To those who treRd within their charmed ring; 

Such was Llewellyn’s fate.—one eve in spring. 

He sought this solitary spot alone; 

And when blithe morning did her radiance fling 
On ivied tree, and mossy-covered stone. 

He lay a senseless form—bow pale and withered grown! 


And when he wakened from that lifeless trance. 
Mysterious aU, and wild, the tale he told— 

How he had seen the elfin people dance. 

In crowns that glittered in the moonlight cold. 
And garments decked with gems and ruddy gold— 
Their harps by strange fantastic minstrels played. 

In vesture rich, of visage spare and old— 

Whose strains (so sweet the melody they made) 
Allured his wandering step, as up the vale he strayed. 
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And, as he s|>oke, his eye grew sunk and dim, 

And his heart burned his footsteps to retrace ; 

For what were all the joys of earth to him, 

Who knew the glories of the spirit race ! 

From thence his days were but a little space,— 

For long ere autumn tinged the woods with brown. 
Or summer flowers that valley ceased to grace. 

To his eternal rest he laid him down. 

And passed away from sight, unnoticed and unknown. 


But in the trampiil hours of summer’s eve. 

When scarce a breeze the rustling aspin stirred; 
M'hen hind.s foi home their flelds of lai)Our leave ; 
Mute the sweet melody^ of every bird ; 

Soft music round his lowly grave was heard. 
And gentle harpings filled the silent air ; 

And voices whispering many a mystic word. 
And the sharp sound of trampling feet—for there 
The Faery court to play, would oftentimes repair. 


But years have waxed, and waned, and rolled away. 
Since last was heard that strange uneartlily sound ; 
No more in twilight on the rock they play. 

Or on the turf in mazy circle boimd; 

Ev’n this their favourite haunt, the grassy mound. 
Left by their troop, unmarked, unheeded lies;— 

Say, have they fled to some more peaceful ground ? 
Or did their race (as Sages teadi) arise. 

Its long probation o’er, to dwell amid the skies ? 
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WliateVr their lot we know not, nor can tell; 

Nay, some their heinff will a fable deem ; 

But wild Imagination loves to dwell, 

(Though strange to Reason’s wiser eye they seem) 
On old Tradition’s talcs,—and though the stream 
Of fleeting ages, drives, its exmrse before. 

The mists from mental sight,—’tis sweet to dream. 
Till Fancy will the olden time restore. 

And people wood and glen with Elf and Fay once more. 

H. F. C. 


ULo a Coton (ISarDen. 

Thou narrow space enclosed in gloomy brick. 

Where stones and sand my patient toil defy; 

Where vegetable life describes a stick. 

And smoke and dust obscure the summer sky! 

’Tis vain, I verily believe, to try. 

With watering-can, or spade, or rake, or hoe. 

To force one violet to unfold its eye. 

Or gay laburnum on thy waste to glow ! 

And I have sometimes asked myself, if so 
It be with human hearts, amid the throng 
Of cities, and their busy enres among, 

That not one native blossom t/iere will grow. 

Of frankness, innocence, and gentle love. 

Given to the meanest hut, with pure, clear skies aliove! 

J. W. 
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".iFiix ftelen of latrtonntl. ” 

HY MR&. HRMANS. 

** Fair Hston of Kin'onncI,*’ oa aha ia cntlod in tiie ScoUiilt MioatTOlayi tlirowiiiff h*i«elf 
)«tw«en her hetrotlied lover uul a rival by whoiu hU life vrae eiiliwt, received ■ Mortal 
H'Ottsd, and died in the enua of the former. 

Hold me upon thy faithful heart, 

Keep back my flitting breath ; 

’Tis early, early to depart, 

Sweet friend !—yet this is Heath ! 

Look on me still:—let that kiud eye 
Be the last light 1 see! 

Oh ! sad it is in spring to die. 

But yet 1 die for thee ! 

For thee, my own !— thy stately head 
Was never thus to bow;— 

Give tears when with me Love hath fled. 

True Love—thou know’st it now! 

Oh ! the free streams look'd bright, where’er 
We in our gladness rov’d; 

And the blue skies were very fair— 

Sear friend! because we lov’d. 
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Farewell!—I bless thee!—live tliou on. 
When this young heart is low ! 

Surely my blood thy life liath won— 
Clasp me once more—1 go ! 


Soimrl 


TO AS INKANT OAIIOHTKR. 


I COURT no daring Power to swell my song— 

I woo not her who roves in fancy’s wild— 

Come, Muse of softer joys I To Thee belong 
A mother’s tenderest feelings for her child. 

Say, for thou canst, how glows the enraptured breast, 
When first the cheek of infancy it warms ! 

Ilmv every ruder thought is hush’d to rest. 

When round my child arc thrown these fostering arms! 

To thee, my cherub girl, these lines are due. 

First darling object of maternal care; 

And oh ! if Heaven thy life in mercy spare. 

How shall I joy to train thy infant mind 

To keep that heaven for ever in tliy view, 
rVnd train thee to that end the Omnipotent designed. 

. 1 . 
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1 SAW tliec in the sunny light 

Thy own glad spirit shed around thee ; 

When thy young hopes were warm and bright, 
And Love tvitli votive roses crown’d thee— 
And yet I mourn’d—for well I knew 
Those hojies were false—that Lover untrue ! 

Thou didst not deem the chosen heart, 

To which thy first pure faith was jdighted. 
Could woo, with mean, unfeeling art, 

A prize no sooner won, than slighted— 

I knew it—and I burn’d to see 
So base a shaft in store for thee ! 

I gaz’d on thy unclouded brow ; 

And griev’d, but not with common gneving,— 
That one so young and fair as thou, 

Must be the sport of Man’s deceiving; 

And, as I gaz’d, I deem’d it strange. 

That he who won thy love could change. 

For, though thine eye its suit reprov’d. 

There was one heart, in secret sighing. 

That whisper’d how thon shouldet he lov’d— 
With warmth unfeign’d, and tnith undying- 
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And now it bleeds to see thy peace 
The victim of a cold caprice ! 

Vet had the idol of thy breast 

Deserv’d and paid its fond devotion, 

1 could have smil’d to think thee blest, 

And striven to check each sad emotion ;— 

But thus to lose thee—to the snare 
Of a smooth cheat, I cannot btiar ! 

1 mourn thee—but fny tears are vain— 

There is no healing in*thcir sadness— 

I dare not trace the past again, 

Or think what might have been—’tis madness !— 
Woe for thee, love!—that I must rue 
To find so soon my presage true !— 

Vivian. 


laliStUb Jtltart. 

There is not on the pages which reveal 
Our sum of anguish, in the Book of Fate, 

A ]>ang severer than the pain we feel 
When Friendship is deceiv’d, or Love meets hate; 
When warm affection coldly is reprov’d, 

Or ho]>eless misery denounc’d by lips we lov’d. 


11 
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Hottgfi ICeag^—tje ®ast anft tfte l^rwent. 


*' Abf liAppjr days I—onc« mon who would nut bo u boy Btbom^ 


There was always, from whatever cause, a certain 
portion of the north of Ireland, that enjoyed a com¬ 
parative exemption from the misery to which, since 
the conquest of this lovely hut ill-fated island, the 
greater part of her children have heen doomed. And 
perhaps, there was not in the King’s dominions a spot, 
which exhibited in a higher degree, or more generally, 
the diffusion of human happiness, than the flourishing 
counties of Do\vn and Antrim, previously to the era 
of the French Revolution. The people of the lowest 
rank were occupiers of some portion of land, for which 
they paid an easy rent; and such of them as had not, 
on their little demesnes, engagements sufficient fully 
to occupy their time, found occasional employment in 
the service of the wealthier farmers. They had not 
much capital, it must ho confessed ; hut the deficiency 
was well supplied by those kindly offices of good neigh, 
bourhood, which made every hamlet as one family, 
uniting its inhabitants by the closest ties of reciprocal 
and necessary obligation. The htunble fanner, wl^o 
had to cultivate a piece of land, on which he could not 
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alfuril to maintain more tiian one horse, found many 
around him similarly situated ;—the united stock of 
three or four ditt'erent farms formed, for the working 
season, a common team, which perfonned the requi¬ 
site lahoiir on all. Even those who could boast them¬ 
selves the lords of oidy om^ single milch cow, by 
cluhtiing the produce of their limited dairies, contrived 
to su]>piy in siuxcssion the larder of each with an 
uumial cheese, of a size and quality which, to one 
unacciuainted with the resources that this amiable 
peasantry found in the interchange of mutual good 
offices, M ould appear to require a large farm for its 
pnaluetion. Their mode of living was simple; their 
wants were fetv, but tliese were amply supplied ;— 
for eacli family not only ))roduced their own food, 
but manufactured their own linen and woollen cloth ;— 
their fare, though coarse, was nutritious and abun¬ 
dant ; men, women, and children were alike indus¬ 
trious, hajtpy, and contented; in their labours, active 
and unremitting; and in their spurts, and on their 
festivals,—which were duly celebrated ,—guy as the 
absence of all care could render them. Their manners 

were, indeed, roughened by a bold confidence,_ 

“ which gave, perlnips, some soil to their beliaviour,” 
—hut tvhich was borne with a contentment hardly 
short of gratification, by those, tvlio had observed how 
difficult the polished frequently find it, to draw the 
nice line Itctween conijdaisauce and insincerity, and 
who hailed, in the proud bearing of these manly 
rustics; the indication that their minds were not 
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bowed down by habittial servitude, to make tliem- 
selves the mirrors of the thouffiits and wishes of a 
master. From this class, the scale of society rose 
by snecessive, and not too broadly marked gradations, 
to the small landed proprietor, and from the small 
proprietor to the lord of manors and the noble. Blit 
so little had wealth auciimulated, that my father, who 
was the occupier of a farm of not more than % hundred 
and fifty acres of land, was, in his little circle, 
amongst the most influential and distinguished of the 
second class; and was by them regarded as an opulent 
farmer. And a.s his estimation with his peers added 
confidence to his suit, when he ventured to seek in 
marriage the hand of the daughter of a neighbouring 
magistrate,—so that alliance, when accomplished, con¬ 
tributed not a little to increase his imjiortanco 
amongst them. The little spot, to which he owed 
liis dignity, was to my early imagination, and 
remains still more to my present recollections, one 
of the most delightful in the Arcadia which I have 
been describing. His sheltered and thom-fenced 
farm rose from the margin of the great liough 
Neagh, with a slope so gradual and imperceptible, 
as to be, for all the purposes of cultivation, a 
plain,—but still attaining a sufficient elevation to 
command from its centza, where the farm-house 
stood, an extended viftiut—a view of the noble woods 
which fringed the slMI?»ing outline of the lake; of 
the little island tha%i%urmountcd by a solitary an;} 
lofty tower, sat on its surface like a diadem ;• of the 
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majestic castle which, standing on the ezUemity of 
a low and distant point, seemed with its white walls 
just risen from the waves; and aliove all, of the 
ever-varying aspect of tluit beautiful expanse of 
water, which, wit\i tlie changes of the hours and 
the seasons, was now one sheet of glowing gold, 
broken only by the dark sail of the returning fishing- 
boat, or ^tiie dimpling splash of the springing trout— 
now vied with the deep azure of the luispottcd sky—• 
was now darkened, and again grew bright with the 
refiection of the passing clouds—or, lashed into agita¬ 
tion by the short-lived tempest, rolled its tumbling 
billows to the shore, with a fury that more tlian 
mimicked the terrors of the ocean. 

The approach to the homestead was sheltered by a 
grove of scattered fii-s, interspersed here and there 
with fruit trees—an unusual assemblage, but one 
which, in the Spring and Autumn, finely contrasted 
tiie gay blossoms and ruddy fruitage of the delicate 
trees, with the sombre monotony of their more rugged 
brethren of the forest. The house itself, of a rude 
and antique construction, had no attractions in its 
appearance, but what it derived from the luxuriant 
tapestry of roses and woodbine, with which Nature, 
but little indebted to the assistance of Art, had 
clothed its front. Every thing bore the appearance of 
careless abundance, as far removed without, from that 
order and arrangement, as within, from tiiat refine¬ 
ment of comfort approaching even to elegance, which 
now distinguish the farms of the south of England; 

H 2 
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but of which, as the value was not kno%vn, the ab¬ 
sence was not felt. There was indeed one parlour, 
that, on occasions of festivity and importance, was 
occupied as a kind of state room : but the ordinary 
scene both of enjoyment and occupation was the large 
old-fashioned kitchen. It was of great length, lighted 
at one end by a large casement—and its opposite 
extremity was occupied by the hearth, which was 
flanked by two projecting walls, so far removed from 
the fire, as to admit of a bench at each side of it, 
(a favourite retreat in the winter evenings) and sur¬ 
mounted by a pyramidal roof, which collected and 
carried off the smoke. It was in liie middle space 
that the mistress of the family shared and guided the 
labours of her household, busied, now in preparations 
for the retimning farm-labourers, and now in forwanl- 
iiig' within-doors the operations tlmt were going on 
without, or in superintending the more domestic 
occupations of the spinning wheel and the loom. 
How distinct, at this moment, is the impression on my 
mind of the quiet dignity and not ungraccfiJ ease, 
with which she fulfilled the little offices of her htimide 
duty,—of the matron modesty of her neat dress, with 
her l)cautiful brown hair parted on her forehead, 
and but just escaping from the confinement of her 
close-drawn cap of fine linen,—and of the benignity 
that beamed from her bright yet soft eyes, and played 
in smiles aliout her lips, and the thrilling tones <if 
fondness with which, on my return from the laliours 
or the sports of the field, she greeted me (for 1 was 
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always her favourite) with the distinctive appellation 
of “ her son !” 

But time rolled on, and brought the hour, when, 
according to the law which my father had laid down, 

I was to leave these scenes. He had wisely determined 
not to divide his farm, which, being held in perpetuity, 
would bo a valuable patrimony for one of his family; 
and, without knowing that ho had the sanction of such 
high authority, he had adopted the patriarchal plan, 
which is known in some parts of England, as the 
custom of Borough English; and determined to put his 
eldest sons forth into the world, retaining the youngest 
!is the support of his age, and the inheritor of his 
property. It was decided that I should go abroad; and 
until a light purse, but a lighter heart, I set forward on 
my journey to the neighbouring seaport. I embarked, 
—I arrived at a far-distant settlement, and was there 
established in the employment of an English mcrcliant,' 
with the determination not to return till I had acipiired 
a competency; an object that I hoped in a few years 
to realize, and to whicli I looked forward chiefly as the 
the means of restoring me to that spot, which was the 
only scene I could contemplate, in all my dreams of 
happiness upon earth. Obstacles, that would have been 
foreseen in any calculations less sanguine than those of 
a romantic boy, protracted the period of my anticipated 
success. I heard at a distance of the political hurri¬ 
cane which in the mean time had swept my native land. 
Death too, who severs all ties, had not spared mine; 
my venerable parents were successively removed, and 
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the last accounts which I received informed me that 
my youngest brother, who alone remained at home, had 
sucoieded, at an early age, to his inhi^itance;—1 never 
heard from him. Eiieh removal gsive me a new pang, 
and detracted something from blissful anticipations of 
the future ;—but each weakened my desire for an im¬ 
mediate rctimn. My ambition also enlaixed, or ratlier, 
my mind narrowed to meaner olijects of ambition;— 
money, which had lieen too eagerly pursued as the 
means, became at length in some degree the object; 
and more than twenty years had elapsed, when I found 
myself again on the way to the port from which I had 
embarked. We had a favourable passage;—but long 
before we had reason to suppose ourselves near the land, 

I was the first on deck in the moniing, I was the last 
lingerer at night, with the idle hope that the captain 
might prove incorrect in his reckoning, and that in the 
mists of the horizon, I should catch a glimpse of the 
shore on which I lunged to feast my eyes. The wished 
for hour at length came; wc descried the' land, we ap. 
proached it; and in a few days anchored in the port of 
our destination. Here most of the seamen were at 
home ; and even those who had no tie there, looked to 
the lauding as the crowning of their present joys, after 
the long confinement of the voyage; but I had a 
farther bourne, and the event, which satisfied the 
expectations of all others, only pointed mine. I sprang 
,into the first boat that approached us, and reached the 
.shore:—an hour was too loigf a delay in the town; 
and as the habits at my age, and the exuberance of my 
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present feelings equally revolted from the Imprisonment 
of a post chaise, 1 procured a horse and" set forward; 
trusting to my still vivid recollections to guide me 
through the labyrinths of the road. 

The hand of improvement had, however, been before 
me, and had unmoored all the buoys, by which I had 
intended to direct myself, through the intricate naviga¬ 
tion of lanes and bye-ioads ;—but at the same time had 
rendered my minute skill superfluous, by placing a 
highway Iiefore me. Every object which met ray eyes, 
the neat boxes scattered by the road side—the numerous 
bleai'hing greens, which spotted the hills with their 
mimic snow,—and the various other indications of 
mercantile opulence, told me that all was changed :— 
but still my imagination could picture no change in the 
spot which had so early and deeply impressed it. My 
expectations were wound up to the utmost, as, at a 
gallop, I approached the last hill top; I mounted it— 
looked down upon the vale below—and, but for the 
great features of the prospect, I should have doubted 
that I had ever stood there l)cfore ! 

The broad lake was still spread before me; its now 
unniffled surface reflected the bright woods that still 
hung upon its margin,—in the distance, the little 
i^and still floated on its bosom,—the tower, which 
for uncounted ages had braved the fury of the elements, 
and escaped the more destructive hand of man, un- 
changed as the more enduring works of nature, still 
Saised its giant head into the sky, and cast its darkening 
shadow in the water:—but all that gave softness and 
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tenderness to my recoUeetions, the house, the farm¬ 
yard, the little grove that sheltered and adorned them, 
the very farm itself—had disapjM’ared /adore the n-ork of 
innovation. A great portion of the ground they had 
occupied, now converted into lawn, and skirted by a 
belt of trees, was extended before a handsome modern 
mansion. But the house was evidently not tenanted; 
and about the grounds and the approach to them, a 
general air of abandon and neglect told, with a forw! 
that requinsi no confirmation from the notice “ To be 
Let or Sold,” that ruin had soon followed on the heels 
of ephemeral magnificence. I dismounted, and with 
dejected feelings pursued the path, which had not yet 
lost all traces of recent care and elegance. Two or 
three rough colts and miserable-looking cows, all evi¬ 
dently trespassers, were grazing by its side, with a 
haste which shewed that they were enjotdng ah 
unwonted opportunity. A little girl, near the door of 
the house, was gathering flowers on the lawn ; “ No¬ 
body,” she said, in answer to my inquiries, “had been 
living there for a long time; Mr. H. was the last 
occupant; she had heard he was unfortunate, but did 

not know what was become of him.” I passed on,_I 

thought I could still find the former site of the house, 
which now seemed occupied by a plantation of young 
trees. To me their verdure brought no thoughts of 
gladness—I carried myself amongst them, and stood 
iBppn the spot which had seen my birth and my growth, 
aoAwhich my heated imagination still peopled with a 
thonsana'IiBagcs of long-past pleasures. I stood there. 
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—an unknown, unnoticed, solitary stranger! My 
father’s venerable figure, as he stood on the threshold 
in our parting infcn’icw, and told me with the emphasis 
of strong emotion, tliat he hoped that roof would again 
see his children assembled, when ho was laid in dust,— 
the fervent uplifting of eyes and hands, with which my 
mother raised her head from my shoulder, in the last 
embrace, to pray for my early and happy return—the 
childish carelessness of the farewell of my little brothers 
—all rushed u])on my memory. Where were they now ? 
My brain reeled,—my heart throbbed thick and loud, 
until 1 sunk upon the ground, and was relieved from a 
suffocating feeling of oppression by a burst of grief, in 
which I indulged for several minutes without restraint. 
“And is it to this,’’ I at last exclaimed, “that I 
rcjturn ? Is this the fniit of expectation, this my 
uuried treasure ? Is it for this that I have been toiling 
and abstaining,—that I have denied myself, nay that 1 
have withheld fnmi others, the fruition of the blessings 
showered upon me ?—that I have staid the current of 
the stream which flowed for me so freely ? Oh ! vain 
is the imagination of the man, who, overlooking the 
solid satisfaction of discharging the duties attendant on 
every situation in which ho may be placed, builds liis 
happiness here upon the (piicksands of future circum¬ 
stances !—and vainer still is his, who, southing his 
conscience with the fond promise of what he s/iaU one 
day be, neglects to inquire what he is !’’ I awoke from 
dreams, as delusive, if not as splendid as those of 
Wolsey. Like him I felt, or thought “ I felt my heart 
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new opened;” I slowly regained the road, with the 
determination of seeking out my brothers, and sharing, 
with such of them as required it, the result of my past 
toils :—fully resolved that, for tlie future, I would, in 
the truest sense of the words, enjoy the present hour— 
by making it as productive, as it was in my jjowcr to 
render it, of benefit to myself and fellow-men. 

J. Whittck, Jew. 


€o iSLltleon, iEsi). 

OH HBCBIVIHG FROM HIM A PRSSBNT OF MIS ** JSJ^B OF 
PALMS AND OTHKR POBMS.'* 

BY W. RORCOie, KSiJ. 

Stay, Bard of nature ! yet awhile suspend 
Thy pealing harmony; that so the soul 
May strive her strong emotions to controul. 

And calmly on the varying sung attend ! 

For now, as o’er the thrilling lyre I bend, 

And drink deep draughts from thine enchanted bowl, 
So high the swelling tides of passion roll, 

Tliat pain and pleasure in strange union blond:— 

Oh 1 bid the temper’d stream of music flow. 

That mortal ear may drink the sounds divine. 

And mortal heart contain the transport high, 

May share thy joys—^participate thy woe,— 

Ta thy dominion every pulse resign, 

And blCH,thy song of rapturous extacy ! 
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Co ms Daugiftter. 

SIuTE is tlic harp that once could sound, 
Awakening joy with every string; 

And all unbrac’d its chords are found, 

Since the voice was hiuih’d that bade me sing! 

Vet, at (hi/ call, mcthinks I hear 
A faint and trembling note arise. 

That fain would seek some holler sphere 
To rest its prayers, its hopes and joys. 

For thee those prayers !—that passing Time 
May teach thee 'W''isdom’s sacred lore. 

And fit thee for that glorious clime 
Where sun and moon shall shine no more ! 

Those hopes for thee !—that though thou share. 
With every child of heavenly love. 

Thy portion of terrestrial care. 

Thine may be lasting peace above! 

One earthly wish my harp may swell, 

Ere yet its echoes sUent be, 

And these alone are left to tell 
Of all its breathings,—or of me,— 
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That, when a thought of pensive cast 
Across thy mind shail Bing its shade. 

From all thy memory of the past, 

Thy mother’s love may never fade !— 

That love has tuned the feeble wire 
That pours its latest lay to thee— 

Sleep then—for ever sleep, my lyre 1 
Till purer worlds shall set thee free ! 

J. C. 


Sionnrt. 

TO ■ ' 

Thou art enshrined, although thou know’st it not, 
With many a blessing borne on the soft air, 

Which hovers round thee from my evening prayer; 
And thou, although the voice thou hast forgot. 

Art living in the sweetness of its spell. 

Which at heaven’s gate is pleading still for thee. 
Invoking peace upon thy destiny. 

And wishing thee in thy heart’s hallowed ceU 

Blest hopes, and fairest memories—and such days. 
As may defy the fleeting wing of Time, 

And bear bright fruits of virtue to a clime 

Where they may bloom in the eternal praise.— 
Thou iut surrounded thus with holiest charm. 

And frieiils'hip’s sacred prayer still shields thy life from 
harm ! J. E. R. 
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l4ic$ Hebeti Castle. 

The clouds are perching on Lomond’s hiU, 

Like birds of evil auguiy; 

How murky the sky—and the air how chill,— 
And the waves roll,—how heavily ! 

Bnt the centre of gloom is yon desolate isle. 

How it stands in the midst with its prison pile. 

As cut off from the world, like a guilty thing— 

So lonely—so drear—and so withering! 

But, Maby ! no scene can sadder be, 

Thau the thoughts of those who think of thee.— 

Curse! curse on thee, triutorous isle! 

What though the heavens may sometimes smile,— 
Think not the sunshine is to bless, 

’Tis but to blight thy nakedness. 

Or make thee laugh—a laugh as grim. 

As the distorted face of him. 

Who, though despair be burning high. 

Mocks and latighs at his misery 1— 

Nor, when fall the dews of even, 

Deem that they can bless— 

No—^thou dungeon-spot of Leven ! 

They are tears of bitterness, 

Tliat should lie beneath pure heaven, 

Such a tainted isle us Leven! 
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Curse ! curse on thee, traitorous isle ! 

What though the lightening has paused awhile, 
There is a tree, 

A child of thee. 

That stretches out its blighted arm. 

As ’twould a parent’s guilt alarm. 

And mind thee—if thou hast forgot. 

The red avenger sleepcth not! 

Aye—wrath iS hoarded in the skies— 

But thou art girt witli miseries:— 

Shall not the billows that scatheless bore, 

The precious bark to a kindlier shore. 

Shall not eiich yet prove a faithful wave. 

By opening to thee a traitor’s grave ? 

« • • • 

Methinks I see a raven hover. 

About the ruined tower— 

No—^he swiftly passes over. 

Fast is the hour 1 
Onward—onward he may go, 

And elsewhere prophecy of woe,— 

Enough of sorrow hath liccn there,— 

And should he tell that island’s doom. 

It were no tidings new to hoar, 

For who hath doubted it shall come 1— 

O’er the mountains a veil of mist is spread ; 

Well may each hide his hoary head,— 

For they witnessed the shame of their land in heri' 
They looked on their Princess a Prisoner ! 



LOCH LEVEN CASTLE. 


«» 

V’et the mountains, the woods and the glistening lake, 
Might together a goodly visage make;— 

All, hut for thee, thou cursed isle ! 

Might as features of doubtless beauty smile ; 

But thou art to them as an evil eye, 

That scowls from the midst so hlastingly. 

Making the scene all gloom exjiress, 

Where else had been nothing but loveliness ! 

J. A. S. 


bonnet. 

Autumn, that dost a golden radiance pour 
• O’er field and forest, o’er the land and sea— 
Perfection of the year—I welcome thee ! 

Thou mak’st provision for the winter hoar— 

Empty is every cottage—at the door 
The faithful dog to guard the house is laid. 

And sluml)er8 in the sun—for man and maid 
Arc gleaning from the field its golden store— 

The prattling babe is placed among the sheaves 
By careful mother from the reach of harm— 

And all are active, till the setting sun 
Tells that the labours of the day are done. 

Then homeward wend they joyotis to the farm. 

And soon are slumbering fast bcneatli its lowly eaves. 

H. 



Cranslatton from an Jljungarian aUrgors. 


BV JOHN BOWHINO, BfiU. 

In the midst of a Itoundless forest, intersected by 
a thousand paths, stood the temple of Happiness. It 
was cncumlicred hy no decorations,—it had no glare, 
no gorgeousness, hut it rose in quiet beauty and sim¬ 
plicity. Beneath its dome «’as reared an unadorned 
altar, near which the (loddess stood, creating and dis¬ 
pensing her gifts with profuse generosity. I looked 
southwards, and observed afar off a crowd of worship¬ 
pers, leaving behind them the mid-day sun, and advanc¬ 
ing slowly towards the steps of the vestibule. They were 
met, at some distance, by another Divinity, with lofty 
brow and majestic gait, whose smiles seemed tem|)ered by 
a dignified sobriety, and who beckoned to the travellers, 
that they should be less precipitate in their advance.— 
I thought I heard the sounds of eloquence, though far 
away, and could clearly distinguish that the noble figure 
had presented to each of the approaching votaries, 
some treasure, which they held suspended in their 
hands. 1 hastened to the spot, and I discovered, that 
tlie Goddess of Wisdom had given to every one a lamp, 
filled with fragrant oil; and bid them ail God speed ; 
telling them, that its flame would guide them safely to 
the end of their pilgrimage. “ I have nut kindled its wick", 
she said “ for each of you will find fire in bis progress." 
I moved forward with the crowd, and we passed another 
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Divinity, who held a blazing torch. This was the 
fioddcss of Instniction with cheerful condescension, 
she lowered her torch to the Pilgrims as they passed,— 
hut I observed that many of them had spilt the oil of 
their lamps; that some had soiled their wicks—and 
others had allowed the dust and the breezes to extin¬ 
guish the flame as they carelessly swung it about. I saw 
some, and they were mostly in the prime of life, who, 
while they lingered an instant for the purpose of kind¬ 
ling their lamps, were whirled away by fleet-footed 
tempters, who swiftly sueceeded one another, and who, 
I was told, were the Sensiial Pleasures. They were 
accompanied with loud and riotous music, which, 
though fascinating at first, grew, I observed, more and 
more discordant as they hurried on. Some of the Pil¬ 
grims were beckoned away by Spirits, invisible to me, 
though I heard a confusion of voices, and the words 
“ Hither!” “ Hither!” were often repeated. In the dis¬ 
tance, were mists and clouds of darkness that des¬ 
cended to the surface of the earth, in which I soon lost 
sight of many of tlie wanderers. 

As the Hoddess of Instruction waved her torch, it 
seemed often so nearly extinguished, that I could not 
trace her featiires,—^but the torch always brightened 
anew; and its reflection on the countenances of the. 
Pilgrims, looked like gleams of su|>erhuman joy. Some 
there were, who made many vain attempts to light 
their lamps—they were mostly of the middle aged, 
and the old :—but the most Interesting of all were 
groups of Children, whose lamps burst into a flame, at 
the touch of the torch of the Goddess, as if their 
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wicks had l)ccn dipped in £ther. They played witli them 
so carelessly however, that many went out, and I traced 
the holders, either wandering blindly, as if without 
a guide, through the manifold paths of the forest; or 
lost sight of them in the dark vapours which envelopped 
them. Some of the restless Cliildrcn dashed their lumps 
to the ground, and laughed at a gray-headed Man, 
who gathered the fragments together, while others 
mischievously flung dirt into the lamps of their play¬ 
fellows, many of whom they wearied, by ctimpelling 
them freqiuintly to return to the Goddess, who, not¬ 
withstanding, looked on them graciously, and more 
than onre, uttered tsounstds of patience, and words of 
encouragement. I noticed, that those who had lost 
their lamps, were courted by a strange beldam, who, 
notwithstanding her age and her hideousness, exerted 
a sort of fascination, and gathered round her a num¬ 
ber of fierce and busy votaries. Her name was Suj)cr- 
stition, she was supported on two crutches. Egotism, 
and Cruelty; and 1 saw she sometimes lent them to 
her most active attendants, who foully waylaid and 
wounded those, who, holding their bright lamps, pursued 
their course with the steadiest step towards the temple. 
The beldam herself was principally engaged in tripping 
up the Pilgrims; and, when they fell, in putting out 
their lamps, and smifiing up the foul stench, which I 
observed them to enait,at the moment of their extinction. 
Many of their lights continued burning, in spite of all 
her activity ;—and a firm-footed passenger sometimes 
rescued them, as he journeyed forward. On others, 
which she could not extinguish, she heaped huge stones 
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lipariiig imintfilligihlo inscriptions, through tlie crcviccs 
of wliicli however, tlie glimmering of radiancy might 
yet be ot)served. She seemed armed with tremendous 
authority; and ever and anon she roused a terrible tem¬ 
pest, wbie.U scattered the Pilgrims over the many paths 
of the forest. Then the heavens grew black, and the 
earth groaned—and scarce a ray could be seen amidst 
the gloomy desolation. AVhen the storm subsided, I 
was astonished at the terrible destruction.—The various 
wood paths were covered with Pilgrims, who had lost 
their way, and were inquiring of each other where was 
the Temjde of Happiness. Some had been the prey of 
wild beasts—othei-s luid been led, by the ignis fatuus 
lights of the morass, into entangling dells and dingles ;— 
some had been flung into stagnant pools, where they 
were struggling agtiinst suffocation, and others in des¬ 
pair had sought the protection of broad-winged fiends— 
the fiends of passion, which flitted now and then over 
their path, or shook the forest trees with the loud rust¬ 
ling of their pinions. 

The calmness returned, and the sunshine:—and I 
looked towards the Temple of Happiness. There was 
no longer the busy and countless crowd, which had first 
engaged my attention. One or two solitarj' beings were 
ascsuiding the steps, and entering the Portico. They 
held their lamps still burning—and, as they advanced 
towards the altar, methonght their forms became an- 
gelized;— it glory, brighter than the brightest sunbeams, 
bumt from the temple:—my eyes were dazzled, and I 
walked away, in deep meditation, to rejoice—and to 
mourn. 
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Whew silent is the midnight hour, 

And moon-beams o’er the wave are stealing, 
’Tis then the lover’s harp has power 
To wake a woman’s heart to feeling 
And if the light on tree or tower 
Her bosom of a sigh beguiles, 

That sigh is Beauty’s richest dower. 

And dearer than a thousand smiles 1 

For Love from liveliness must fly. 

And mingle not in scenes of gladness: 

No gift so grateful as a sigh— 

No worshipper so true as sadness! 

And though bis power to Beauty’s eye 
At times a laughing light impart. 

That light, though beautiful, must die, 

And vanish ere it reach the heart. 

And now, that stars are on the deep. 

And moon-beams all are bright to move thee, 
I dare to rouse thee from thy sleep. 

And tell thee, dearest, how I love thee!— 
And while the breezes softly creep 
In music, as to aid my strain, 

Oh ! bless the love that wakes to weep. 

And tell me that thou lov’st again ! 


—'Cdl Orforf. 


j. w. 
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Behold herilnKls ia the fleld, 

Yua eoUtary hlghUBd hunt 

WoKonroKTH. 

Hee home is on the distant hills, 

Near leafy glens and gushing rills. 

Amidst the loveliest objects placed, 

That ever poets’ fancy traced— 

Where rocks, whose deeper shades are broke 
By drooping birch, and mountain oak. 

And cliff, and copse-wood, hill and glade. 
Are on some lake’s clear breast displayed. 
Blending before th’ enraptured eye. 

In beauty’s sweetest harmony. 

She dwells ’midst scattered spots, that seem 
Creations of some happy dream. 
Retirements, where unpitied grief. 

In nature’s calm, may seek relief, 

Or buoyant fancy heav’nward spring, 

On inspiration’s glowing wing. 

Wild as her native mountain scene. 

Her uncomipted thoughts have been ; 

She scarcely knows a care or crime, 

Nor e’er has felt the withering clime 
That spreads its mantle o’er the town. 

And bears life’s early freshness down.— 



THE SCOTCH PEASANT OIBL. 


Free iiaturc’s child ! <), still he thiiic 

TIio guiltless lipjirt's cxhaustlfiss mint'- 
Nor slighted love, nor hrokon vow, 
E’er dim the brightness of that brow ! 


Siong. 

Lassie, let us strav tog«!ther. 

Far from town or tower; 

O’er the mountain, where the heather 
Spreads its purple flower:— 

Princely halls were made for pride, 
Towns for low deceit, dear Lassie !— 
’Tis I»ut near the brae’s green side. 

Thou and I should meet, dear Lassie! 


Where the mountain-daisy’s blowing 
On the turf we tread. 

Where the rippling bum is flowing 
O’er its pebbly bed, 

There—while ev’ry opening flower 
As thy smile is sweet, dear Lassie! 
Shelter’d in some leafy bower, 

Thou and 1 should meet, dear Lassie I 
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WITH THK MTEKAHV aoirVENIU FOll 1027* 

SiMiRN not the ftift—in its fair jiaffe tlion’lt find 
IJcautifi J thoughts and visions, such as sootiie 
A jioet’a loneliness—when shadowy forms 
Flit round him in bright hours, till his rapt soul 
Pours itself forth in song—hero too the tale 
Of olden time hath found a dwelling place. 

And names, the mightiest of our land, have lent 
Their charm to grace my offering—spurn it not! 

It shall recal, in after-yeare, tin' love 

W'illi u'liieli 1 hail’d thy hirth-day; and which made 

That festival most holy ; when a dream 

Of home, and happiness, and peai'e, was all 

Our spirits knew; when the tunmltuous world 

M''as half forgotten, and our hopes were bright: 

And our fresh memories stored with jileasant things, 
Resting upon green places. O’er thy head 
Uly henison is poured. A poet’s lips 
In ancient time were hallowed, anff if mine 
Onpurified have dared to breathe a prayer 
For thee, the very act shall consecrate 
•The soul of him who thus would hid thee take 
His holiest, host affections:—Fare thee well ! 

K 
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TO MY MOTUEIt. 


My MoTitEii! —in tliat sound liow many thoughts 
(iomc nisliin^ oVr me, as rememiirance p*iiiits 
To all thy tenderness. Oh ! might I lift 
The veil of coming years, and proudly hope 
That yet amidst “ my eountry’s sons of song,” 

My name shall live luireafter;—half my joy 
Would spring from the dear thought, that thou hadst 
The first faint breathings of my irifant hymn ! [Iicard 
And, ere my harp had dared a louder tone, 

That its lajst strains were offerings unto thee ! 

P. 


fflilrittm htiring jfEbrr. 

Dm E scourge of helpless Maul revealed in flame. 
By throbbing temples, and by scordiing breath; 
Bunting, yet shivering through the tortured frame, 
MHio shall resist thee. Pioneer of Death ? 

Oh ! it is fearful to endure thy svrath. 

Fell, pitiless destroyer! I could pray 
Even for the cold hhist of an Arctic day, 

To check thy rapid mischief in its path,— 

Or for the watei»of some swelling river. 

To quencli thy devastating fire—for ever! 

S 



©It Ualtif of flabariiio 


A SOUND,— a glad, uiiwoiiteil smuid 
Is swiM‘])irig o’er Ionia’s seas; 

'J’he waves in billowy triuinpli bound. 

And every roek is echoing round 
From Fylos to the IStr<i]>hadcs. 

Can this to w'idow’d (xreeee belong Y 

There is no wail in that rejoicing tone; 

’Tis not despair’s expiring moan,— 

’Tis not tlie faint funereal song. 

The only strains her shores of late have known_ 

No !—^from the laud are spreading far, 

(As on Mycale’s conquering day. 

Or ouoe when sunk the Persian’s star 
Beneath the blue Saronic bay,) 

The accents of triumphant war !— 

The vault of heav’n resounds with answering glee. 
And on the exulting bree'/.e are floating free 
The pceans of the brave—the cries of victory ! 

Pale Greece, that long hast marked, with sickening eye. 
Thy marble fanes desjioiled—thy sons enchained— 
•Thy daughters bought and sold—thy vert' sky 
By the green banners of thy tyrants stained; 
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Thoii that hast s(-en thy horoi's’ ^fravps. 

The seas where once their (xtnqueriiig gillies roile, 
M'et with the tears of Arrive slaves, 

Or redilened with their Wood;— 

Arise !—rejoice !—heliold their fi'ttcrs break ! 

At hist the echo of thy woes 

Has reiu'hed and roused the Christian lands; 
Their arm is raised—their saviour bands 
Are on the wave to seek thy Moslem foes— 

Hark to the opening: guns !—their vengeance is awake ! 

How gallant, in Messciie’s bay. 

Ere yet the voice of war grew strong. 

The Christian fleets in proud array 
To battle bore along ! 

In dreadful lieauty, one by one. 

The mighty ships came sweeping on ; 

As when the angry skies collect their wrath. 

The huge black clouds, whose threatening gloom 
Bears the fork’d lightning in its womb, 

Roll o’er the shuddering earth on their resistless path. 
Sec, as the marshalled lines advance. 

The goi^ous flag of sunny France, 

Unfold its lillies to the air 
Beside the eagles of the Czar;— 

While in the van, before the rest. 

In many a stormy fight confest 
The first, the bravest, and the best, 

Are fluttering o’er that breathless scene. 

The banners of the Ocean-queen ! 
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LiAt! iSv the storm has broke.—How fierce and loud 
Bursts v-s hoarse thunder on the trembling sky ! 
While madfy rage, beneath yon sulphurous cloud 
Which the hot breath of battle wreathes on high. 
The minghal shouts—the rush of strife, 

The last wild shriek of parting life,— 

The yell of frantic hate—the Moslem’s charging cry— 
The tyrant’s curse is on their swarthy bands; 

I n vain they strive—for Greece’s wrongs 
Have found a thousand fiery tongues. 

And scatter death from tw'ice ten thousand hands.— 
’Tis done !—they yield—the flames arise. 

To crown the fearful sacrilic.e ; 

Shout for the Franks !—the Ttirkish slaughter 
Is reeking on the dark blue water. 

And Navarino’s rocky shore 
Is richly dyed with Paynira gore. 

Mourn, Moslem, in Byzantium’s streets. 

On Thracia’s plains, on Egypt’s coast:— 

The flames have seized your countless’Saets— 

The waves are rolling o’er the vaunted host 
That late, in savage pomp, athirst for blood, 

So proudly pressed the shrinking flood, 

And bold the Christian bands to strife defied. 

■Vain was their boast,—their myriads vain— 

For long the purple steam of carnage shed 
From virgins, sires, and mothers slain. 

Had risen to Heaven, and, as the victims bled, 
tor vengeance on the murderers cried ! 

K 2 
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The (}od of Battles heard—and spoke 
In thunder from that veil of smoke—' 

He stretcheil his right hand forth, and crushed them in 
their pride. 

But thou, that hear’st the sword of victory— 

Thou, that enshrouded in thy misty rohe 

Uprear’st thy rocky throne )ipon the wave, 

A sea-borne Empress—mother of the brave. 

Land of bright eyes, true hearts, and spirits free. 
That bear thyglorious name around the wondering glolic,— 
My COU3JTBY !—when I fain would sing 
This triumph worthy thee. 

How gladly would my spirit’s wing. 

Like the Dircsean swan’s of yore. 

Or his whom smiling Lesbos bore. 

Mount to the boldest flight of harmony! 

That thus on high, with fitting tone, 

I might in lofty strains rejoice. 

And celebrate, as with a trumpet’s voice. 

This last and best of all thy thousand battles won ! 

Thou art so rich in wreathes of martial fame, 

They hang so thickly round thy brow. 

Thou need’st not gather laurels now. 

Or the proud trophies of successful strife; 

Thou dost not need the empty name 
Of victory in a common fight— 

But this, thy latest and most bright. 
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Is Siym.vd with lilessings, and the loud acclaim 
Of a glaiVniitioa’s thanks for liberty and life ! 

Nor these alone—What awful sound 
Floats o’er thy bannered hosts, that ride 
In triumph on Ionia’s tide,— 

What dim, majestic forms the fleet surround ? 

Lio !—in mid air, a shadowy bimd,— 

The gray and mighty ghosts of other days,— 

Called from their loved Elysian pliiius. 

Pour on the dying breeze their spirit strains. 

Crown thy brave warriors with immortal bays. 

And bless, in solemn joy, the saviours of their land ! 

Weep not for those who died— 

There is no grief for those who fall like them— 

Or, if ye weep, shed tears of joyous pride. 

And let Arcadia’s gales and Argos’ tide 
Sing the st>le sad requiem ! 

Peace to their sacred shades !—they slumber well— 

I mourn them not—’tis better far 
Thau long-dratvn years of splendid care— 

Ambition’s fever—Passion’s rage— 

'i'o run a brief and brilliant race, 

And conquerors in a virtuous war, 

Unstained by toil, unbent by age. 

To sink in glory’s bright embrace. 

And win an honoured name in History’s page; 

With shouts of victory for a passing bell, 

And deathless fame to mark the spot where heroes fell! 


J. R. CBoatEv. 
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»Y J. J. AVUi riO.V, KSl). 

AITHQB or "Tils BlItOA OS AUEBHA." 

OcB late conversation upon the subject of Christmas 
holidays lias induced me to write, for your amusement, 
my dear friend, an areount of a Christmas uliich I s]pent 
some years ago in the land that I call my own—Amcriiat, 
—my country. 

About the end of December, some eighteen years 
ago, 1 left my family at a village near Henderson, in the 
lower part of Kentucky; being bound on an ex])edition 
to the upjier parts of the Mississippi. I started with my 

friend F— in a vessel there termed a keel-boat;_an open 

boat, with a covered stem which forms the cabin, over 
which projects the slender trunk of some tree (about sixty 
feet long) as a steering oar; the boat being impelled by 
four oars worked in the bow, at the rate of about live 
miles an hour, going with the current. The banks of 
the Ohio were already very dreary;—indeed nothing 
green remained, except the hanging canes that here and 
there bordered its shores, and the few dingy grape leaves, 
which hardly invited the eye to glance towards them. 

. We started in a heavy snow stoim,—and our first night 
was indeed l&mal; but as day licgan to appear, the 
storm cea.sed; and we found ourselves opposite the mouth 
of Cumberland Kiver, which flows from the state of 
Tennessee, passing Nashville, and is a tolerably navigable 
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stream filiunany Immircd milt's. Here lire Oltio spread* 
t<) a fonsirtt'j^aUi.' width, and forms in summtT a truly 
magniBccnt river, and is even at tliis season broad and 
l)eautil'ully transparent, thoup:h so shallow that it is 
often fordaliie from the lUijtois shore to Cumhcrland 
Island. Vast trees ovcrh;m(j both banks, and their 
immense masses of foliage arc reflected in the clear 
mirror. 

Ere long we passed the mouth of the Tennessee 
River and Fort Massacre, and (mild Cfisily perceive that 
the severe and sudden frost, which liad just set in, had 
closed all the small lakes and higoons in the neighbour¬ 
hood, as thousands of wild water-fowl were flying and 
settling themselves on the borders of tlie Ohio. Suffer¬ 
ing our Iwat to drift with the stream, whenever largo 
fl<»cks approached us, we shot a great number of them. 

AWut the third day of our journey we entered the 
mouth of Cash Creek, a very small stream, but at all 
times a sufficient deeji and good harbour. Here I,niet 
a French Co\mt, a celebrated traveller, hound like our¬ 
selves to St. Genevieve, Upper Lo\iisiana (now the 
State of Missouri.) VVe soon learned that the Missis, 
sippi was covered by thick ice, and that it was therefore 
impossible to ascend it. Cash Creek* is about sir miles 
above the confluence of the Ohio and Mississippi. The 
stream flows from some hills to the northward of its 
mouth, which are covered with red and black oak, 
shumac and locust trees; and were formerly said to 
eputain valuable minenils, of which they have been since 
* Now the site of the flourishing town of Tiinity. 
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provetl to («• totally dpstitiitP—The poiijj^of 
bplwwsti the Tiwk aiid Ihp junction of t^o two riviTs, 
in all alluv'iiii and extremely rich soil, covcrcil with 
hoavy Idafk nalnut, b.hIi, and fician t.rci*s, dosclv tiiiitticd 
canes, and nt‘tth-», that are in Miinnici- at least six 
fi*et hijfh. It is overflowed hy lioth rivers during their 
freshes. 

The Creek, now filleil hy the overplus of tlie Ohio, 
ahoundtal with fish of variotis sorts, and iminmerahlc 
ducks, driven by tviuter to the south from the Polar 
Regions. Though the trees were entirely strijiped of 
their verdure, I could not help raising my eyes towards 
their tops, and admiring their grandtmr. The large 
sycamores with their white bark formed a lively t»ii- 
trast with the canes beneath them; and the thousands 
of parroquets, that came to roost in their hollow trunks 
St night, were to me objects of interest and curiosity. 
About fifty families of Shawauee Indians had moreover 
cho^n this spot for an encampment, to reap the benefit 
of a good harvest of pecan nuts; and to hunt the innu¬ 
merable deer, hears, and racoons, which the same Ciiuse 
had congregated here. These were not the first natives, 
(for I cannot like many Europeans call them savages) 
that 1 had seen; I understood their habits and a few 
words of their language, and as many of them spoke 
French passably, I easily joined both their “talks” and 
their avocations. 

An apparent sympathy connects those fond of the 
same pursuit, with a discernment almost intuitive, wha‘. 
ever be their nation;—all those hunters who loved 



fishing pursuits of cntcrprize, ere long crowded 
nmnil me; a)^d as soon as they learned my anxiety for 
ruriositios of natural history, they discovered the most 
gratifying anxiety to procuit? them for me. Even the 
sipiaws set small traps fur the smaller animals;—and 
when, in return, I presented them with a knife, a pair 
of scissors, &c. they expressed their gratitude as grace¬ 
fully as tilt' most cdurated female would have done, 
illy friend F — neither hunter nor naturalist, sat in the 
hoat all day, hrooding, in gloomy silence, over the loss 
of time, &c. entailed hy our detention. The Count 
kejit a valuable Journal, since published—hunted a great 
ileal, and was as careless of the weather as myself; but 
his companion and father-in-law, like my partner, sat 
ill his hoat, pining with chagrin and ennuitheir case, 
however, was hojieless; here we were, and were forced 
to remain, until liberated hy a thatr. 

Oil the second morning after our arrival, I heard a 
movemi'nt ih the Indian camp, and haring hastily risen 
and dressed myself, I discovered that a canoe containing 
half a dozen squaws and as many hunters, was about to 
leave the Illinois for the Tennessee side of the river. 1 
learned also that their object was to proceed to a large 
lake opposite, to which immense flocks of swans resorted 
every morning. These flocks are so numerous and 
strong, that it is, how'ever incredible it may at first 
seem, a well-known fact, that they keep the lakes which 
they frequent open, merely hy swimming upon them 
night and day.—Having obtained permission to join the 
party, 1 seated myself in the canoe, well supplied **Sth 
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ammunition and a hottlo of wliiskoy,—in a fo'.p moments 
the paddles wert* at work, and we swiftly/irossed to the 
opposite shore. T was not much astonished, during our 
passage, to see all the labour of paddling performed by 
the squaws; for this feature of Indian manners was 
not knew to me; but I was suriirized to see that upon 
entering the canoe, the hunters laid down, and positively 
slept during the whole passage. On landing, the 
squaws, after securing the boat, proceeded to search for 
nuts, whilst the umllemen hunters made the best of 
their way, through the “ t/iiefc and </««,” to the lake. 

Those who have never seen anything of what I call 
“ thick and thin,” may perhaps think I allude to some¬ 
thing like the furze which covers some of the moors of 
Scotland,—but they must imagine the shores of the 
Ohio, at its junction with the great muddy river called 
the Mississijipi, to be fairly overgrown with a kind of 
thick-set cotton trees, that rise as closely from the muddy 
soil of the bank as can well be conceived—they arc not 
to be beaten down; you must slide yourself between 
them,—and in summer you have a pretty task to keep 
off the musquitos that abound amongst them. After 
these thickets there are small nasty lagoons, which you 
must cither swim across, jump over, or leap into and be 
drowned, according to your taste or capability;—but 
when the task of reaching the lake is accomplished— 
what a feast for a sportsman ! There they lie, by hun¬ 
dreds, of a white or rich cream colour—either dipping 
their Made bills in the water; or leaning backwards, 
Mdd'gently resting wWi one leg expanded, floating along 
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and ymsking in the sunshine. The moment that these 
ixmiitiful bir^s saw our videttes, they started up in 
immediate ap]>reheusion : — but the plan of our 
Indians drove the p(«)r swans the nearer to tiicir fate, 
the farther they retreated from either shore. Men were 
plaecd behind the trees, who knew how to take a dead 
aim, and evci'y sliot told. Being divided, three on one 
side and four on the other, the moment that one party 
had driven the swans towards the other,—the former 
hid themselves; and when the birds flew from the fire 
of tli(! latter, they alighted within good distance of those 
who bad first alarmed them. What would those English 
sportsmen —who, after walkinga whole day, and exploding 
a pound of jiowder, march homo in great glee, holding 
a partridge by the legs, with a smile on their lips and a 
very empty stomach,—say to this day’s devastation 
amongst tbe swans ? I saw these beautiful birds floating 
on the water, their backs downwards, their heads under 
the siirlace, and their legs in the air, struggling in the 
last agonies of life, to the number of at least fifty— 
their beautiful skins iJl intended for the ladies of Europe. 

The sport was now over;—the sun was nearly even 
with the tops of the trees—a conch was sounded, and 
after a while the s([uaws api)eared, dragging the canoe, 
and moving about in quest of the dead game. It was 
at last all transported to the river’s edge, and we were 
landed upon the Illinois bank again before dark. The 
fires were lighted—each man eat his mess of pecan nuts 
•and liear’s fat, and then stretched himself out, with feet 
close to the small heap of coal intended for the night. 
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The females then began their work ;—it was their duty 

to skin the birds. I observed them for some time, and 

.r 

then retired to rest, very well satisfied with the sports 
of this day—the 25th of December. 

On the* following morning I foiuid that a si|uaw had 
given hirth to beautiful twins during the night—she 
was at work, tanning deer-skins. She had cut two vines 
at the roots of opposite trees, which, having their upper 
branches twined in the tojis of the trees, made a kind of 
swing ; and framed a cradle of bark, in which the in¬ 
fants were swung to and fro by a gentle jmsh of her 
hand,—from time to time, she gave them the breast, 
and to all appearance seemed as unconcerned as if no¬ 
thing had taken place. M'^hat a difference between this 
Indian mother and a lady of fashion! 

An Indian camp upon a hunting expedition is not, I 
assure you, a place of idleness ;—and although tlie men 
do little more than hunt, they pursue this task with a 
degree of eagerness bordering upon enthusiasm. One 
of their party, a tall and robust man, assured us one 
morning that he would have some good sport tliat day, 
as he had found the gite of a bear of some size, and 
wished to combat him singly;—we all started with him, 
to see him fulfill his bold promise. When we had gone 
about half a mile from the camp, he said he discerned 
the bear’s track, altfewgh I could positively perceive 
nothing; .ihi4i4v< on, rambling tlirough the thick 
cane brake, untQritnK reached a large decaying log of 
timber, of an immcDsc size:—in this he said tliat the 
bear was concealed. 1 have rarely seen a finer object 
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than this Indian, at the moment when he prepared to 
encounter his prey. Ilis eyes sparkled with joy—the 
nisty blanket was thrown in an instant from his 
shoulders—^liis brawny arms seemed swelling with the 
blood that rushed through their prominent veins, and 
he drew his scalping knife with a fantastic gesture that 
plainly declared la guerre a I'oulrance. He ordered 
me to mount a delicate sapling, which would, he said, 
be secure from the hear, who could oiisily ascend a 
larger tree with the activity of a squirrel;—^whilst the 
other two Indians stood at the entrance of the hollow 
log, which the hero entered with the most resolute de¬ 
termination. All was still for some minutes;—he then 
emerged, and said the hear was slain, and that I could 
safely descend. His companions entered the log, and 
having tied the animal to a long vine, which they had 
cut, our united strength drew him out. This exploit 
was in fact less dangerous than it appeared, for the 
hear, when attacked in a confined spot like the trank of 
a hollow tree, makes no resistance, hut retires further 
and further hack, until he is killed. As we returned to 
the camp, one of our Indians broke the twigs in our 
way from time to time, and on our reaching the camp, 
two squaws were sent on the track of the broken twigs, 
who returned at night with the flesh and skin of the 
animal. 

The nuts were soon nearly all gathered ; and I began 
to perceive that the game must be getting scarce, as the 
hunters remained in the camp, during the greater part 
of the day. At last, one morning, they packed up their 
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moveables, destroyed their abodes, and put off in their 
canoes down the Mississippi for the little Prairie,—bent 
on moving towards the Arkansas. Their example made 
us desirous of moving; ;uid 1 set off with two of the 
crew to cross the bend of the river, and asrortain if the 
ice still remained too solid to allow us to iwocccd. The 
weather was milder : and on reaching the Mississippi, I 
found the ice so much sunk as to be scarroly discernible 
above the water; and 1 toiled along the muddy shore,— 
my fellows keeping alx)nt fifty yards behind me, until T 
reached Cape Girardeau. After CiJliugfor some time loud¬ 
ly for a boat, we saw a canoe put off from the opjaisite 
shore. When it reached us, a stout dark erdnured man 
leaped on shore, who said his name was Lorimie, the son 
of the Spanish Governor of Gouisiana. Ueiiig a good pilot, 
he undertook with six stout men of his own, in addition 
to our four hands, to bring our boat up, and the bargain 
was soon arranged. His canoe was hauled into the 
woods, some blaze* was made on the surrounding trees; 
and he tlien took us by a direct route through the woods 
back to Cash-Creek, in about one third of the time I 
had occupied in (M)miug, and ten times more comfortably. 
The night was spent in preparations ; in making towing 
ropes of bullocks hides, and cutting good tiars; and at 
daylight we left Cash-Creek, to embark on w’ider 
waters. 

Going .down the stream, to the mouth of the Ohio, 
va» fine sjxtrt, and my friend F— thought himself near 


. * Cutting the bark off to mark the spot. 
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the iJnd of the journey ;—Init alas !—when we turned 
the ]>nint, and began to ascend the Mississippi, we had 
to stem a current of three miles an hour, and to en¬ 
counter ice which, although sunk, much impeded our 
progress. The patron, as the director of the boat’s 
crew is termed, got on shore; and it became the duty 
of every man to haul the Cmdelle — vir., to tow the 
boat by a rope fastened to a pole in the bow, leaving 
only one man in her to steer. This was slow and heavy 
work; and we only advanced seven miles, during the 
whole day, up the famous Mississipjn. On the approach 
of night, our crew camped on the bank; and having 
made a tremendous fire, we all cat and drank like men 
that had worked hard, and went to sleep in a few mo¬ 
ments. M’e started the next morning two hours before 
daybreak, and made about a mile an hour against the 
current ; our sail lying useless, as the wind was con¬ 
trary. Tills night w'O camped out as before;—and 
another; and after that, a following day finding us at the 
same work, with very little progress, and the frost be¬ 
coming quite severe again, our patron put us into winter 
quarters in the great bend of Tawapatee Bottom. 

What a jilace for winter quarters ! Not a white man’s 
cabin within twenty miles on the other side of the river, 
and on our own, none within at least fifty! A regular 
camp was raised—trees cut down, and a cabin erected, 
in less time than a native of Bimipe would think pos¬ 
sible. In the search for objects of natural history, I 
gambled through the deep forests, and soon knew all the 
Indian passes and lakes in the neighbourhood. The na- 
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tives, by some intuitive faculty, discover an encampment 
of this kind, almost as quickly as a flight of vultures 
And a dead deer; and T soon met some strolling in 
the woods on the look out. Their numbers gradually 
increased ; and in. about a week, several of these un¬ 
fortunate rambling beings were around us. Some were 
Osages, but the greater part were Shawanees. The 
former were athletic, robust, well-formed men, of a 
noblen aspect than tlie others, from whom they kept 
apart. They hunted nothing but larger game—the few 
el<cs that remain in the country, and one or two buffa¬ 
loes were all that they paid attention to. The latter 
were more reduced, or rather harder pressed upon by the 
whites; they condescended to kill opossums and even 
wild turkeys for their subsistence. Though 1 was often 
amongst the Osages, and very an-vioiis to observe their 
manners, as they were a race new to me, yet as they 
spoke no French and very little English, I could hardly 
get acquainted with them, being ignorant of tlieir lan¬ 
guage. They were delighted to see me draw; and 
when I made a tolerable portrait of one of them in red 
chalk, the others, to my astonishment, laughed to an 
excess. They bore the cold better than the Shawanees, 
and were more expert in the use of their bows and 
arrows. 

Our time passed away;—after hunting all day with a 
young Kentuckian^f our party, he would join me at 
night to chase the wolves that were prowling on the ice 
—crosrfng the river to and fro, howling, and sneaking 
about the v8ry camp for the bones which we threw away. 
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Mcaiifwhile I studied the habits of the wild turkies, 
hears, cougars, raexions, and many other animals;—and 
I drew, more or less every day, by the side of our great 
fire. I will try to give you some idea of a great fire at 
a camp of this sort in the woods of America. Just be. 
fore evening the axe-men tumble down four or five trees 
—probably ash, about three feet in diameter, and sixty 
feet to the first branches, or as we call them, the limbs. 
These arc^ again cut into logs, of about ten feet in length, 
and, with the assistance of strong sticks, are rolled to¬ 
gether, into a heap several feet high. A fire is made 
the top, with brush-wood and dry leaves, kindled by a 
flint and steel; and in the course of an hour, there is a 
flame that would roast you at the distance of five paces: 
—^uuder the smoke of this the party go to sleep. It 
happened, on the only night that my friend F— slept on 
shore, that being very chill, ho drew himself so close to 
the fire, that the aide of his face, which lay uppermost, 
was fairly singed, and he lost one of his whiskers. M^e 
all laughed at this;—but it was no joke to him, and he 
shaved off the remaining whisker very ruefully the next 
morning. 

We remained here six weeks :—wc had plenty of 
company from our Indian friends, with whiskey and 
food in abundance; but our stock of bread began to 
give way, and we got tired of using the breasts of wild 
turkeys for bread, and bear oil instead of meat. The 
racoons and oppossums, however tender, were at last dis¬ 
liked ; and it was decided one morning that I and my 
Kentuckian friend should cross the bend, to procure 
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some Indian corn-meal, and have it iragge-A difwn by 
men on skates, or otherwise. I was no^ mmee in the 
woods; and my companion bound on liis mocassins with 
great glee, and told mo to come onwards,—and I fol¬ 
lowed his stops, until, meeting a herd of deer, we pursued 
them, trai;king them with great ease through the snow. 
I shot one; and as we did not know what to do with it, 
we hung it on a tree; and, after marking the phwe, re. 
sumed our course. Mfo walked on till nearly dark, but 
no river was seen. My friend urged me forward, and 1 
still followed him; knowing very well that the business 
would end at last in supping on an opossum,—when we 
suddenly struck ujmn two tracks, which 1 took for those 
of Indians. He said that they would guide us to the 
river; and we followed them, until at an opening, I saw 
the wished-for Mississippi;—but many shoe- racks were 
visible and I began to get alarmed. My fnend still kept 
up his spirits, until at length we arrived at—our own en¬ 
campment ! The boatmen laughed, and the Indians joined 
in the chorus:—we eat a racoon supjfer, and were soon 
after refreshed by sleep. This was a raw expedition; 
yet nothing was more natural than that it should hap- 
pen to those not perfectly acquainted with the woods. 
They start—form a circle, and return to the point which 
they left at fii-st. I cannot aoeount for this: but the 
same thing has often occurred to inc in my early hunting 
excursions. Of which the following is an instance. 

One day in the winter, I hiid been shooting ducks 
u]l«Ii a lake at no great distance from home. It wa.) 
rather ijite when I discontinued my sport, and turned 
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iny sMtps homewHrds, well laden with the birds, which 
were siisjiendcd from a belt around my waist. Soon 
after I had entered the woods which 1 had to traverse, 
it began to snow ; and as I w'aa therefore desirous to 
reach home as soon ns [mssible, I unburdened myself of 
alHiiit half of my game, laying it upon a stump of a 
newly-felled tree. Thus lightened, I set off at a quick 
pare ;—the snow continuing to fall, I was no longer able 
to see my way; but puslied on, as 1 thought, in a straight 
line ; until, after aliout two hours of smart walking, I 
arrived at a felled tree, uiwn the stump of wliich lay 
about a dozen dead ducks. It did not for a moment 
occur to me that these could be the birds of which I had 
divested myself two hours before; and so, thinking that 
they had been deposited there by some other hunter, 1 
set funh again ; wondering, however, that 1 was so long 
in reacliing home, which I knew to be not more than 
ten miles distant from the plaro where 1 had been shoot¬ 
ing. After walking as hard as I could for about an hour 
longer, to my disagreeable surprise, 1 came upon the 
ducks again ! This second meeting induced me to exa¬ 
mine them narrowly ; when I discovered that they were 
my own game ; and that 1 had actually been walking all 
this time in a circle ; altliough, on leaving tlicm, I had 
taken different directions each time, I had returned, as 
it were by magic, to the self-same spot from which 1 
had first departed ! It was now night:—I saw that it 
w'ould be useless to attempt reaching home before mom- 
yig, and prepared myself for ramping out beside 
my ducks. I lighted a fire, and passed the night very 
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comfortably, sheltered by the snow, which I scoopC-d out 
so as to form a very good gitc. The following mom. 
ing, I started at daylight, and in about half an hour 
reached my home, which was not more than three miles 
distant from the place w'herc I had passed the night. 

My friend and I were not to be thus defeated ; we 
moved oflF, as soon as day broke, without mentioning our 
intentions, taking our guns and my dog, in search of the 
opposite side of the bend. This time, luckily, we jiushed 
straight across;—neither the innumerable flocks of tur- 
kies nor the herds of deer stopped us, until we saw 
Cape Girardeau, about an hour before sunset. On 
reaching the river, we called in vain for a boat—the ice 
was running siviftly down the stream, and none dared 
put out. A small abandoned hut stood close to us, 
and we made it our home for the night; and our evening 
meal was principally composed of a pumpkin that had 
withstood the frost. With a gun and a little powder 
we soon kindled a fire and lighted some broken branches 
—we fed the flumes with the boards of the abandoned 
house, and went to sleep very comfortably;—what a dif¬ 
ferent life from the one I lead now! And yet that very 
evening 1 wrote the day’s occurrences in my journal be¬ 
fore going to sleep—;just as I do now; and I well re¬ 
member, tliat I gained moiT information that evening 
about the roosting of the Prairie hen, than I had 
ever done before. 

Daylight returned, fair and frosty:—the trees, covered 
"l*fk snow and icicles, became so brilliant when the sui^ 
rose, tk»t the wild turkics quite dazzled, preferred walk. 
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ing un^t'r them tofljnng amongst ihciri*litteringbram'hcs. 
After liailing the opposite sliore for some time, we per¬ 
ceived a canoe'])ickmg its way towards us through the 
floating ice;—it arrived, and we soon told the boatmen 
our wishes to procure some liread or flour. They 
returneil, after liaving been absent nearly the whole 
day, bringing us a l)arrel of flour, several large loaves, 
and a bag of Indian corn-meal. The flour was rolled 
high on the bank ; we thrust our gun-barrels through 
the loaves, and having hung the bag of Indian corn- 
meal on a tree, to preserve it from the wild hogs, we 
inarched for our camp, which wo reached about mid- 
niglit. J'our of our men were sent with axes, who 
formed a small sledge, on which they placed tho 
]irecious cargo, and hauled it safely to the camp, over 
the snow. 

The river hating risen slowly and regularly, as 
the JM ississipjii always (ioes, now began to subside; 
the ice, falling with the water, prepared fi-esh trouble 
for us; and in order to keep the boat afloat, it was 
thought ]irudent to uiJoad the cargo. It took us two 
days, with the assistance of the Indian women, to 
pile our goods safely on the shore, and to protect 
them from the weather. For the security of the 
boat, ive cut down some strong trees, with which 
we framed a kind of jetty, a little higher up the 
stream, to ward off the ice, which was ra]iidly accu¬ 
mulating. Being now fairly settled in our winter 
*»)U!B'ters, we spent our time very merrily; and so 
many deer, bears, and wild turkies suflered in mu- 
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hunting parties, that the trees around oub> camp 
looked like Imtchcrs’ stalls, heiug hung round with 
fat venison, &c. Moreover we soon ibund that the 
lakes contained almndaiuie of excellent fish ; and 
many of us would walk over the ice with axes, and 
whenever a trout, pike, or cat-fish rose immediately 
beneath it, a severe blow on the ice killed the fish, 
which the hunter secured by opening a hole with the 
axe. used also somctiines to make a large hole 

in die ice, several feet in diameter ; the fish, in search 
of air, resorted to it from diiferent quarters, and were 
shot as they appeared on the surface of the water. 
The squaws tapned the decr-skius, stretched those of 
the racjions and otters, and made baskets of canes: 
my friend played tolerably on the violin ; I had a 
flute—and our nmsie found pleased hearers, whilst our 
men danced to the tunes, and the squaws laughed 
heartily at our merriment. The Indian hunters 
fonned the outer ring of our auditory—smoking their 
tomahawk pipes with a degree of composure, which 
no white man ever displayed at such merry-makings. 
After we had passed six wei>ks in this manner, the 
river began to fall very much,—the ice was heaped 
along both shores, so that a narrow channel alone 
appeared clear; and at last our patron said, that 
this was the time to depart for Cape Girardeau. 
All was bustle—the cargo was once more put on 
board;—our camp was abandoned, and the Indians 
and we parted like brethren. 

' Our navigation was now of the most dangerous 
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iiiitiim; tho boat was propollod by pushing with long 
poles against the ice, or tho Iiottom, whenever it could 
lie touched ;—and we moved extremely slowly. Tho 
ice on each side was higher than our heads ;—and I 
fre(|uently thought that if a sudden thaw had taken 
]dacc, we sliould have been in a dangerous predicament 
indeed;—Iiut good fortune assisted us, and at length 
wo reached the famous Cajic. 

The little village of Cape (lirardeau contained nothing 
remarkalde or interesting except Mr. Lorfanie, the 
father of our patron, who was indeed an original, and 
the representative of a class of men now fast disap¬ 
pearing from the face of the earth. Uis portrait is 
so striking and well worth preserving, that 1 shall 
attempt to draw it. 

Imagine a man not exa-eding four feet six inches 
in heiglit, and thin in proportion, looking as if he had 
just Iwen shot out of a |)op-gun. He had a spare, 
meagre countenance, in which his nose formed deci¬ 
dedly the most pi’oraincnt feature. It was a true 
iicz a la Grand Frederic —a tremendous promontory, 
full three inches in length—^hooked like a hawk’s beak, 
and garnished with a pair of eyes I'esembling those of 
an eagle. IMs hair was plastered close to his head 
with a quantity of pomatum; and behind he wore a 
long queue rolled up in a dirty ribbon, which hung 
down below his waist. The upjH3r part of his dress 
was European, and had evidently once Iteen made of 
the richest materials ; and though now wofuUy patched 
and dilapidated, you might still observe here and there 

• M 
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shreds of gold and silver lace adhering to tlvs worn 
apparel. His waistcoat, of a fashion as antique as 
that of his nose, had immense flaps or pockets that 
covered more than one-half of his lower garments. 
These latter were of a description totally at variance 
with the upper part of his costume. They were of 
dressed buck-skin, fitting tight to his attenuated limbs, 
and ornamented with large iron buckles at the knees, 
which served to attach and support !i ])uir of Indian 
hunting! gaiters that had, like the rest of his dress, 
seen long and hard service. To complete his costume, 
he wore on his feet a pair of mot^assins, or Indian 
shoes, that were really of most beautiful workmanship. 
These articles of dress, together with his small sta¬ 
ture and singular features, rendered his appearance, 
at a little distance, the most ludicrous caricature that 
can be imagined; but upon a])proaching nearer, and 
conversing with him, his manners were found to be 
courteous and polished. He had been, as 1 before 
mentioned, the governor of Louisiana, while it was 
in the possession of the Spaniards ; when this country 
was purchased by the Government of the United States, 
he retired to this little village, where he was looked 
upon as a great general, and held in the highest esteem 
and consideration by all the inhabitants. 

We decided not to remain here ; and our patron 
urging us to proceed to St. Genevieve, wo moved once 
more between the ice, and arrived in a few days at the 
Grand Tower; an immense rock detached from the 
•hore, around which the current rushes with great 
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violenc.^. Our cordelles were used to force a passage 
at this dangerous spot; and our men, clinging to the 
rock as well as they could, looked as if each movement 
would plunge them into the abyss—^l)ut we passed on 
w’ithout accident. All this night, we heard the conti. 
nual howling of the wolves, amidst the heavy woods 
that covered the large hills on the Illinois shore, 
opposite to this rock. From what I know of their 
habits, I am convinced that they were hunting deer 
in the following manner. They hunt in packs, like 
dogs,—but Avith far more sagacity and contrivance. 
They divide themselves into separate bodies; some to 
rouse the game, and others to vriiylay them. The 
pack that is on the hunt starts one or more deer, 
following them rvith a note, like that of hounds in 
full cry,—and drives the game before it towards 
the wolves posted in ambush. These wolves, when the 
deer pass, start up fresh, and following their prey, 
soon overtake it;—and it is well known that a cry 
is uttered as a signal for as.sembling at the death of 
the game, somewhat like the death-note of the hunter’s 
bugle. 

Wo arrived safely at St. Genevieve, and concluded 
the object of our adventure very satisfactorily. 
St. Genevieve was then an old French town—small 
and dirty; and I far preferred the time I sjjent in 
Tawapatee Bottom to my sojourn here. Having 
arranged my affairs, I waited only for a thaw to 
return heme. The ice broke at last; and bidding 
my companions good-bye, I whistled to my dog— 
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crossed the Klisslssiiipi, and in a few hours was on 
my road, on foot and alone, hcnt on reaching 
Shawanee Town as soon as possilde. I had little 
foreseen the nature of the task Iicforo me,—as soon 
as I had left the lands, on reaching the Prairies, I 
found them covered with water, like largo seas: 
however nothing could induce me to return, and my 
ardent desire to rejoin my wife and family made me 
careless of incnnvenlcncc or fatigue. Unfortunately 
I had no shoes ;—and my mocassins constantly slip)«al, 
which made the wading very irksome. Nevertheless, 
on the first day I made forty-five miles, and swam 
the Muddy River. I saw only two cahins during the 
whole day; hut I had great pleasure in ohservirig the 
herds of deer that were crossing the Prairies, as well 
as myself, ancle-deep in water. Their graceful mo¬ 
tions, and their tails spread to the breeze, were dis¬ 
cernible for many miles. With the exception of these 
beautiful animals, and the thousands of Imffalo-skulls 
that lay scattered about, just appearing above the 
water, which was about a foot deej)—^thcrc was 
nothing remarkable at this season; but in Spring, 
about the month of May, the Prairies are indeed a 
garden. The grass, rich and succulent, shoots from 
the soil with incredible rapidity; and amongst its 
green carpeting, millions of variegated flowers raise 
their odoriferous heads. Butterflies of the richest 
cohmn^^over about in the sunshine, and the 
hulMllHl^l^rd darts swiftly along, gathering honey, 
amongsf ^nds of bees. The deer arc quietly reposing 
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Upon the luxuriant herbage, in picturesque groups, 
and the flocks of the squatters are seen scattered about 
in all directions. The weather is mild, the sky 
clotmiCss ; smd nothing can be conceived more delight¬ 
ful than travelling over these fertile regions at this 
season. Yet tliey are infested by one scourge—the 
Bulfalo-giiats. These insects fly in dense bodies, 
(•ompaeto<l together like swarms of bees, as swift as 
the wind. They attack a deer or bnfi'alo — alight 
upon it, and tortui-e the animal to death in a few 
minutes. This may appear incredible, till we recollect 
that the swarms are so dense that above a hundred 
will often alight upon a square inch. I had myself 
an opportunity of witnessing their fatal power, when 
1 crossed the same prairies in the May following the 
very Christinas of which I am writing. I was 
mounted upon a fine horse; and in consequence of 
the advice of experienced persons, I had his head 
and body wholly cloathed with light linen, to protect 
him from these gnats—leaving only the nostrils un¬ 
covered. Being unaware of the full extent of the 
danger, I was not, as it proved, sufliciently careful 
in joining the diflerent cloths which covered my horse. 
I had lidden a considerable distance, when, on a 
sudden, he actually began to dance : he snorted, 
Icajied, and almost flew from under me. This took 
place near the Big Muddy River, for which I instantly 
made, and jilunged the horse into the stream to quiet 
him ;—^Imt upon reaching the shore, his motions were 
languid—his head dniuped—and it was with difficulty 
M 2 
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that I reafhed a squatter’s hut, where the jHHjr animal 
died in a few hours, lie had been bitten between the 
joinings of his body-cloths by a swarm of these 
remorseless insects, whose Inte is invariuldy I'utal, 
whenever they can settle upon the body of an animal 
in any numiter. They do not attack the human 
species ;—^and it is only during the heat of the day 
that they appear,—at which time the cattle in the 
prairies resort to the woods for security. The deer 
rush to the water to avoid them, and stand, during 
the mid-day heats, with only their noses appearing 
above the surface. 

A light smoke arising from the trees which covered 
a beautiful mound, promised me a good dinner, and 
gave me an appetite j—and I made straight for it. 
The woman of the house which stood there received 
me kindly; and, whilst the boys were busied in ex¬ 
amining my handsome double-barrelled gun, as I sat 
drying my clothes by the fire, the daughter ground 
coffee, fried venison, and prepared eggs; which, 
washed down by a good glass of brandy, formed a 
sumptuous repast. To those who, used to the cere¬ 
monies of cities, have no idea how soon an acquaint¬ 
ance is cemented in these wilds by the broad ties of 
hospitality—it would have been a matter of surprise 
to SCO how, though we were previously strangers, we 
became in an hour as familiar as if we had been 
friends fair years. 

I slept at. this hospitable dwelling ;—and the kind 
hostess was stirring at day-break to get me a good 
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breakfast before I started;—of course for all this she 
would receive no rcconipencc, so I gave each of the 
boys a horn of powder—a rare and valuable article to a 
sifuiitter in those days. My way lay through woods, and 
many cross roads that intersected them embarrassed me 
much ; but I marched on ; and, according to my com¬ 
putation, I had left about forty live miles behind me 
at nightfall. I found a party of Indians encamped by 
the edge of a cane brake; and having asked in French 
permission to pass tlic night with them, my request was 
granted. My bed was soon prepared, in which, after 
eating some supper, I was ere long fast asleep. On 
awakening the next morning, 1 found, to my surprize, 
that all the Indians were gone, with their guns—^leaving 
only two dogs to guard the camp from the wolves. I 
was now not above forty miles from Shawanec; and 
my dog, who knew very well that he was near home, 
seemed as happy as myself. I did not meet a single 
person the whole day, and not a cabin was then to be 
found on that road. At four the same evening I passed 
the first salt-well; and half an hour brought me to the 
village. At the Inn, I was met by several of my 
friends, who had come to purchase salt; and here I 
slept,—forty seven miles from home.—The next day, to 
my great joy, brought me to my family:—and thus 
ended this pleasant excursion. Now confess, my dear 
friend, were not these rare Christmas doings ? 
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»Y MKR. HISMANH. 


Kohb, Il(Nn t perplic nuUn tua helU 
Seropiu e soritta 4]u<«tu pan)lii*-MniiTB ? 


How much of memory dwells amidst thy bloom, 
Kosk ! ever weariuff beauty for thy dower! 

The Bridal day—the Festival—the Toml)— 

Thou hast thy part iu each,—thou stateliest flower! 

Therefore with tliy soft breath come floating by 
A thousand images of Love and Oriel’, 

Dreams, fill’d with tokens of mortality, 

Deep thoughts of all things beautiful and brief. 

Not such thy spells o’er those that liail’d thee firat 
In the clear light of Eden’s golden day; 

There thy rich leaves to crimson glory burst, 

Link’d with no dim remembrance of decay. 

Rose ! for the banquet gathered, and the bier; 

Rose 1 coloured now by human hope or pain; 

Surely where death is not—nor change, nor fear, 

Yet may we meet thee, Joy’s own Flower, again! 



’ffiiiiion ill Jis ffiarliett. 


If «ii tlj«* il.»v or wlliw ii'kIiI Ilf tlip -7th Jum-, 17B7, hrt.WM» tin* iMuiriinf elo>«n m»iI 
iwi-Uv, (lint I wnti' tliA hiU ut tl>t) In.Ht p' lP*} iu >i Siimiiuir-kuiiM.' in oiy KHnlfU. 
Alter l.i\iiii: .'lAvn my fieii.! tcii wivci.i! tiiriu in ii/i.rwiw, or iHivt-red wiilk of AtfHeiu*, 
wliidi eoii'iii'inilM n ppihpect of tin' <-<Hi>i(rv< tiifl Lilio, and tlio moiiiituituf. Tli>' air A'»a 
teJnjM'T.ilB, llip hUy «mk nerone -liu* hilver tint of llie humiIi w.m r«‘!lei te<l frmn the watrrn, 
and ull m.ition uiiH hil 'iit. * * * Uut 1 fwl, oud with tilt (lu’liua of years 1 slmll 
mure \i»i«fuUy fei-l Hint 1 uni nlone iu I'andiiA Oirmin’s MicNniRu. 


Hr: sate in his own loved bowers, 

M'hile the sumnicr-m(«m’s soft light 
M'as bathing the rosea and jessamine flowers. 

That bloom’d through the noon of night; 

The spirit of nature bemgnly had blest 
The scene and the season with beauty and rest. 

Before him a bright lake lay. 

And a fruitful valley smil’d; 

And heyond, in the nioon-beam’s glancing niy, 
■Vrere the polished glaciers piled; 

And the s]>lendonr of million worlds was lent 
To the face of the dark blue firmament. 

And not the charm alone. 

Of visible nature was there ; 

For the Mind’s high triumphs and lieauties shone 
liven more divinely fair ; 

After years of lataiur the patient sage 
In rapture gazed on the perfect page. 
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He liad traced an Empire’s fate. 

And the star of Cjesar’s line. 

From the blaze of its high meridian sfate. 

To its dark and cold decline ; 

And the lofty magnificent talc was told 
In words that glittered like burnished gold. 

He had linked his humble name 
M^ith that of the mighty dead; 

And already he felt the rich wjeath of fame 
On his thnddiing temples shed ; 

The splendent circle was round them twined. 

And he reigned a king in the realms of mind ! 

But in this, his hour of pride. 

Was his spirit truly blest? 

And felt he no longing for aught, beside 
The high hopes that thronged his breast ? 

Oh yes!—for his bosom yearned to impart 
Its burden of bliss to some kindly heart. 

He knew that fate had given 
All other boons than this— 

And he sighed, when he felt that the hand of heaven 

Had denied the crowning bliss_ 

The Eden around him was all his own, 

Bm anid that Eden he stood alone ! 


H. R. 
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nv J. MONTUOMUnv, 

1 LEFT the God of truth and light, 

1 left the (lod who gave me breath, 

To wander in the wilds of night, 

To perish in the snares of death ! 

Sweet was His service ; and His yoke 
AVas light and easy to he borne;— 
Through all His lionds of love I broke ; 

1 east away His gifts in scorn. 

1 danced in folly’s giddy maze; 

And drank the si'a, and chased the wind 
But falsehood lurked in all her ways. 

Her laughter left a pang behind. 

I dream’d of bliss in pleasure’s bowers. 
While jtillowing roses stayed my head; 
But serpents hiss’d among the flowers,— 

1 woke, and thorns were all my lied. 

In riches then I sought for joy. 

And placed in glittering ore my trust; 
But found that gold was all alloy. 

And worldly treasure fleeting dust. 
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I woo’d ambition—climb’d the polo, 

And shone among the stars;—but fell 

Headlong, in all my pride of sonl,' 

Like Lucifer, from heaven to hell. 

Now poor, and lost, and trampled down. 
Where shall the chief of sinners fly. 

Almighty vengeance, from thy frown ? 
Eternal justice, from thy eye ? 

Lo! through the gloom of guilty fears, 
IMy faith discerns a dawn of grace ; 

The sun of righteousness appears 
lu Jesus’ rccoucUing face. 

My sufiering, slain, and risen Lord ! 

In deep distress I turn to Thee— 

1 claim acceptance on thy word, 

My trod! my God ! forsake not me ! 

Prostrate before thy mercy s(rat, 

1 dare not, if I would, despair; 

None ever perished at thy feet. 

And I will lie for ever there. 



iltttrs to S. 


ON STEALINO A VIOLET. 


’Mid the leaves where the beautiful fugitive grew, 

Prom the spot where it bloomed to the splendours of day, 
I marked with delight its soft petals of blue. 

And bore from the garden exulting away. 


’Twas gathered—’twas done, no regret could recall. 
Or restore the gay blossom again to the bower; 
Tlien 1 mused—and jicrhaps as I mourned o’er its fall, 
Fancy whispered in accents like these to the flower: 


Sweet infant of Spring ! never more, in the shade. 
Shall thy tints in their brilliancy rival the sky— 
Ah! surely, as fast as the moment, they fade. 
Condemned on my bosom to languish and die. 


But though Time, as he silently steals the short hour. 
Shall wither the bud and the blossom away, 

Xhere are hues—there are odours, surviving his power. 
In colours more lovely—more lasting than they. 
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Yes Friendship for thee, with the pulse of my heart, 
Shall heat, as they wander tmited alonj;, 

Witli warmth uiiahatcd—and only depart 

\Yhen the last potent mandate must silence my song. 

[spring— 

Thert! are flowers far more fragrant than those of tlie 
For thee, my belov’d ! they for ever shall bloom ; 

And when we in the dust have forgotten to sing, 

They shall lireatlico’er our graves an immortal perfnme. 

S. R. 


Epigram 

KKOM THe OnKEK ANTHOtOOY (ATTTHOn UNKNOWN.) 

nv TUK RKV. W. SKKPUERO. 

If at the bottom of the cask. 

Be left of wine a little flask. 

It soon grows acid !—so when man. 

Living through Life’s most lengthened span, 
His joys all drain’d or turn’d to tears, 

Sinks to lees of fourscore year.s. 

And seeaHj^iroach Death’s darksome hour— 
No wonder if he’s somewhat sour ! 



BtiUr pgabson. 


A TALK OF THK YORKSITIRB WOLOH. 

In a retired part of the Yorkshire Wolds, stood, some 
years ago, the Castle of j/ounsborough, an ancient 
seat of the noble house of Cavendish, which had long 
been in such a state of desertion and decay, that it has 
lately been thought expedient to demolish it altogether. 
At the commencement of the great civil war, on Sir 
Charles Hotham taking possession of Hull for the 
Parliament, it had been, for several years, a place of 
refuge for several wealthy royalists. For this reason 
perhaps, or for some others more valid, a tradition had 
long prevailed in the neighlKiuring villages, that many 
liiddcn treasures had been discovered at different times, 
about the house and grounds of Lounsborough Castle. 
Tlie noble owners, of course, treated these rumours with 
contempt; and never took any steps for asserting their 
manorial rights, or investigating their supposed claims. 

Almut the middle of the last century, the charge of 
the ancient domain was committed to a man of the 
name of Christopher Hobson, who, with Ins wife and 
two daughters, constituted its sole occupants. The 
females were employed in keeping the house in decent 
order, whilst Christopher, or as ho was commonly 
called Kesler, busied himself in the gardens and 

• This legendary tale was related to the author by some of the older 
ixftsantsofthc Wolds; similar tradidoiiB have prevailed in many other 
places.—See " Fairy Legends,” Ac. by T. C. Obokkb, Esq. 
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grounds,—so that in case of an unexpected visit, from 
the noitle owners, which sometimes happened, the 
family were not wholly unprepared for their reee))tion. 

Kester llohson was in the habit of sjiending two or 
three evenings a week at a small public-house in the 
adjacent village, where a few of the peasants and small 
fanners of the neighbourhood usually assembled. At 
the pcriiMl we are speaking of, many of tlie lingering 
superstitions of the dark ages still maintained their 
ground in various parts of the kingdom, and in none 
did they keep their hold with greater tenacity than in 
the villages of the Vorksliire Wolds. At their fireside 
meetings, the conversation frequently turned on various 
old traditions respecting Lounsborough Castle; and, 
amongst other legends equally veracious, it was affirmed 
that on one occasion, towards the close of the civil war, 
a band of rotmd-head (iiierillas, under Harrison, having 
suddenly surprized the castle, where some Baltic mer¬ 
chants from Hull, of the King’s party, had taken refuge, 
the unfortunate cavaliers had been obliged to bury their 
money, and having afterwards made a desperate resist¬ 
ance, were all killed in defence of their precious deposites. 
So strong, however, was the attachment of these worthy 
traders to their beloved wealth, that even after death, 
their shadowy forms had often been seen hovering round 
the obscure places of the castle domain, like the ghosts 
of unburied heroes on the banks of Styx. Indeed it 
is well known to have been one of the most deep-rooted 
opiniems of the olden lime, tliat if any person had buried 
money orjewels during his life time, his spirit could take 
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no r«jK)sc till the treasure was disexirered. It may seem 
strange’to some readers that, at this late period of history, 
tliere sliould liaye jwevailed “such utter darkness in the 
land, and sucli gross darkness in the ]ieoplehut the 
author of this little narrative is well assured of their 
reality. Ilaud ignota loquor. 

These oft-repeated and well-attested stories made a 
deep impression <in Kester’s mind; and often, whilst 
sitting alone in his chimney corner, he wotild muse on 
ttiese marvellous circumstances, and reflect with bitter¬ 
ness on his own misfortune, in being doomed to live in 
ptiverty amidst these countless hoards of wc;Uth, and 
jK'rhaps, day after day, to tread it under his feet, withmit 
iiei.ig able to reach even a single noble,—hut compelled 
to toil tliroiighout his whole life for a miserable pittance 
of a few shillings a tveek. Om; winter’s night, having 
retired to bed full of these melancholy thoughts, he fell 
into a deep sleeji; and dreamed tliat a sober, busincss- 
hatking man, with a ledger under his arm, and a pen 
liehiud his ear, u])peared at his bedside, and, after giving 
him a solemn and sepulchral look, such as beseemed a 
messenger from the tomb, delivered a portentous injunc¬ 
tion to the following effect:—Christopher Hobson was 
commandtid to depart immediately for London, and 
when arrived there, was ordered to walk backwards and 
forwards over London-hridge for an hour, on three 
successive nights, immedutcly after dark, during which 
he would hear of some very imjHtrtant event that mate¬ 
rially (smeerned himself and family. 

This vision was so much more vivid, consistent and 
N 2 



138 


KESTEB JIOUSON. 


strikirifi; than an ordinary dream, that it left a very deep 
imj)ression on Kestci-’s mind, and he thought of little 
else the whole of the following day. lint though suffi- 
eiently superstitious, yet the expense and trouble of a 
journey to London, were at that time matter of sueh 
serious import, that he could not bring himself to resolve 
on so perilous an undertaking, on grounds which he 
could not help feeling to be rather etjuivocal. The next 
night however, the same visitation was r<'poat»>d, and 
in terms and manner still more awful and peremptory. 
His mind now became quite bewildered, and he Iwgan 
to think seriously that an admonition, thus solemnly 
repeated, could not with safety be disn'garded. But on 
the third night the spectre again appeared, and delivered 
the same injunction with such an alarming and meniudng 
aspect, that on awaking the next morning, Christopher 
hesitated no longer, but lajgan instantly to make prepa¬ 
rations for his journey. He told his family that an 
affair of importance, which he could not then explain, 
required his immediate presence in London; and begged 
them to defer asking any questions till his return. 

He next applied to an old friend, a neighbouring 
farmer and a tenant of his master, for the loan of a 
steady old horse, w'hich he had sometimes Wrrowed for 
short journeys ; assuring him with a mysterious air, 
that he was going on an affair of great importance, in 
which if he succeeded, the favour he was now !>sking 
should be amply compensated. He then took out from 
a small secret store, which had long been accumulating, 
a sum which he thought sufficient for the journey; and 
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thus equipped and provided, he Wdly set out for the 
metropolis. 

Tliough the ipitumn was far advanced, and the roads 
couscqucntly very had, he arrived in town withotit any 
aeeident, and put up at a small inn in the borough, to 
which he hsui heen recommended. Though he had never 
heeu in London before, he resolved to lo.se no time, hut 
to proceed immediately to business. The night after his 
arrival therefore, he betook himself to the foot of 
Londou-hridge; and as soon as he heard St. Paul’s clock 
strike seven, by which time it was ([uite dark, he com¬ 
menced his walk, backwards and forwards, over the 
bridge, lie continued this exerci.se till he heard the 
same c.lock strike eight; when, having observed nothing 
more reiuarkable than the coming and going masses of 
a busy crowd of passengers, he returned to his hotel. 
He was not much disa]>pointcd at tlu^ ill success of his 
first essay, as Uvo more nights still remained. The 
seinnd night passed exactly like the first, and he begim 
to be a little disheartened. He commenced, however, 
the labours of the third night with renovated hope;— 
but when he heard the deep-mouthed bell again toll 
eight o’clock, his spirits sunk within him. M’ith a 
heavy heart he prepared to quit the bridge, inwardly 
cursing his own credulity, and the devices of Satan, who, 
he doubted not, had lured him on to this ill-fated exjie- 
dition. 


It may lie necessary to remind some of our readers, 
that at the period we are speaking of, the entire length 
ot London bridge was flanked by two rows of houses ami 
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shops, and a great retail liiisinoss was earned on iu this 
singular situation. On one of these shops, decorated 
by tlie sign of a Negro Boy with a pipit in his mouth, 
Kester Ilobson happened to cast his eye as lie was about 
to quit the bridge—and it reminded him that his to¬ 
bacco box was empty; for the necessities of established 
habit will duly recur, even amidst our sorrows and dis¬ 
appointments. He entered the shop, therefore, with a 
view of purchasing a small supjily; and found be¬ 
hind the counter, an elderly sedate-looking quaker, 
whose contented and well-fed person indicated the pros¬ 
perity of his calling. VV'hilst weighing the tobat^co, he 
surveyed our Yorksliiremaii with some earnestness, and 
then, in a tone which exjiressed a sort of good-natured 
curiosity, accosted him as follows—“ I have observed, 
friend, with some surprise, that for sevi’ral nights thou 
hast employed thyself for a considerable tiiuc' in walking 
to and fro across this bridge, and thy an.xious looks 
seemed to e.xpect something vei’y particular; 1 am afraid 
tliou hast been waiting for some person who has disap¬ 
pointed thee and failed in his engagement. If any ad¬ 
vice or information of mine can be of use, as thou 
seeniest to be a stranger iu London, I should be glad to 
offer thee any assistance iu my power.” Our hearts are 
never more wai'raed than by an oiler of kindness in a 
strange jilace and amongst strange jieople. Kester Hob¬ 
son possessed perhaps a greater portion than usual of that 
mixture of simplicity and cunning, which has been so 
often ascrilicd to his countrymen, but though always a 
little on his guard, he was nut quim proof against this 
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ojien and disintcrfiRted kindness. He expressedhisthanks 
very heartily, hut declared he was quite ashamed to con¬ 
fess his husiiicsti in London, and the nature of those 
niftlit-walhs which had excited the attention of the ho- 
nest tobacconist. By degrees, however, his inquisitive 
friend got out of him, that he had, in fact, l)een deeply 
mortified and disappointed: that he had expected to 
meet with a very particular person or occurrence on 
Ijondon Bridge:—and, in short, that he had undertaken 
a long, expensive, and laborious journey to London, 
merely at the instigation of a dream. He suppressed, 
however, his name and residence, from a vague appre¬ 
hension, tliat suiih disclosure might by possibility expose 
him to ridicule, or to some other tmpleasaut con¬ 
sequence. 

The quaker heard this strange confession with much 
surprise, and then replied with great solemnity. “ It 
strikes me with astonishment, my good friend, that a 
man of thy decent and sober appearance should have 
come a journey of two or three hundred miles on such 
an errand as this! I thought such vain imaginations 
and weak superstitions had long since been eschewed by 
all men of sense, and abandoned to children and old 
women. It is deplorable to think that thy parents and 
instructors did not take care to root out all such idle fan¬ 
cies in early life, and then wisdom might peradventure 
have come with years and experience. How'cver,” con¬ 
tinued he, “ it does not become me to erect mine horn 
qjoft, and look down upon the wesik and ignorant, be¬ 
cause my own lot has fallen in liettcr places. If I have 
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been hitherto enabled to turn aside froin all such vain 
devices, is it not because, haviiift been brought up, as it 
were, at the feet of Gamaliel, 1 have learnt from tlie 
lessons of a wise father the ways of truth and sober- 
ness? And yet,” added he, smilingjat Christopher; 
“ I can’ assure thee, friend, that if I'have constantly 
kept clear of all such delusions, it has not been for lack 
of temptation. I have, all my life long, been a great 
dreamer; and often my midnight visions have been so 
express and surprising, that it has required the strong 
arm of truth and reason to resist their allurements. 
Even this very last night, I was beset with this tempta- 
tion. I dreamed that an elderly man, in a snuff-brown 
coat, with a pen stuck behind his car, came to my bed¬ 
side, and told me, that if I went into a back garden, 
belonging to an ancient castle in Yorkshire, and dug 
the ground under the stone scat of an old Gothic sum¬ 
mer-house, I should find a great treasure. Now,” con¬ 
tinued he, with a look of conscious superiority, “ if I 
had been as foolish as thou, I might have neglected my 
business, and set off on a toilsome journey, in search of 
this imaginary treasure.” Here Kester Hobson, who 
had thus far thought the good quaker’s harangue rather 
prosing and tedious, began to prick up his ears, as the 
ancient poets express i t; for he was well aware, that there 
was exactly such an old summer-hotise as this, in a re¬ 
tired garden, in the grounds of liounsbqrough Castle. 
His countenance betrayed a visible agitation; but fortu¬ 
nately he stood in 'if dark part of the shop, where the 
light did not fall upon his face. Ho could hardly for- 
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bear slioiiting with exaltation ; Imt, by a violent effort, 
he sajiprcssed his emotion, and replied as indifferently 
as he coTild, thift it was tnio he had indeed been guilty 
of a great weakness, but he hoped he should be wiser 
for the future. 

It is useless to say that Kester treasured up this 
momentous infonnation carefully in his mind, and 
soon after took leave of his valuable friend. “ We 
shall soon sec,” thought he exiiltingly, “ which of 
us two is the wiser man in his generation.” The next 
day he took his dejKirture for Yorkshire, and in about 
a week i-eaelied his home in safety. (In the very night 
of his arrival, he dismissed his family to bed in good 
time, telling them that he had some areoimts to settle, 
which roqiured him to ho alone. When the household 
was all sunk in rejiose, he took a spade and a lantern, 
and repaired in silence to the old summer-house. Uo 
removed the stone seat, took up the pavement, and 
after digging almiit three feet deep, he felt the spade 
strike agiiinst some hard substance. His nerves were 
all agitation,—^Imt he went on, and soon drew out a 
large earthen jar, of the capacity of about half a 
bushel, fastened with a.wooden cover, lie eagerly broke 
it open, and found it quite filled with the gold coins 
of the reigns of Klizabeth, James the First, and Charles 
the First. He instantly conveyed it home, and got it 
safely locked up in his desk without the least appearance 
of interniption. 

fester Hobson’s wife was, like himself, famous forpru- 
denee and reserve;—and to her therefore, but not to his 
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(laugliter, he dcteimincd to reveal the secret. They 
used their treasure cautiously and discreetly, so as to 
avoid jiarthailar remark or conjecture; and he often 
laughs in his sleeve at the good (junker’s siige discourse, 
and airs of lofty superiority. He thought himself 
disi>ensed from making any disclosure to his noble 
master ; for, though a man of fair character, and 
reasonably honest when temptation did not press him 
too liard, yet on the present occasion, he thought idl he 
had got was the fair reward of his own aciiKmess and 
perseverance. J. M. 


Sonnet. 

On Death, thy time my spirit dreads to view. 

Not for its pangs—^their sum is quickly told ; 

But earth is fair, the grave how dark and cold ! 

And though pale sorrow as a leaf of nie 
The draught of life emhitters, ’tis not true 
That all its sweetness from the cup hath fled; 

Hath not the hand of the Almighty slied. 

Upon our arid path, the balmy dew 
Of frequent blessing—therefore do I grieve. 

My native qiuet home, and faithful friend. 

Whoso presence charmed the sense of pain, to leave. 
—Oh not so soon my brief existence end ! 

But let me Unger forth a few more hours,— 

A few morO'Summcr^lays of sunshine and gay flower" ! 

F. 
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The Vintage! the Vintage! our lalxmr is done, ' 
have finished our toils with the course of the sun: 
The heavens are all radiant with glory—the earth 
Is full of the sounds of rejoicing and mirth; 

Our presses stream over with rich rosy wine. 

And the husbandman sleeps at the foot of his vine. 

Thy praises, brown Autumn! thy praises we sing: 

Thy smile hath matured the pale children of Spring; 
Thou hast finished the task which bright Summer begun, 
And ripened her lingering fruits by thy sun ; 

Thou hast given the corn-field its mantle of gold. 

And the grape those rich clusters we joy to behold. 

All day wo have toiled on the vine-covered hill. 

And now it is even-tide, balmy and still; 

Then haste;—on the turf let the bamiuet be spread. 
With the stars in the sky for our lamps over head; 

And pause but a moment, one Ora to say 

For the souls of the dead, and our friends far away. 

Who spoke of the dead ? let no thought of them now 
With its chilling remembrance o’ershadow the brow— 
Long ages have passed since the sires of our line. 

Built up their low hamlet, and planted this vine; 

•Lilee ours was their labour, like ours was their feast, 
And where they are slumbering we also shall rest. 
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In peace lot tliom slumlicr! tlioir sous ivill not stray 
I'lDin tlioir dear native clime, to alaiul far away ; 
But unilor the vault of our lilue southern sky, 

As they lived wo will live, as they died we will die: 
The lypress and yew o’er their nionunients wave. 
Nor traitor nor tyrant shall trample their grave 1 


But think not of them 1 for the present he gay, 

Though grief come to-morrow, now pleasure shall sway 
And sadness shall vanish at melody’s sound, 

Then, Music, awake ! and tlic gohlot go round! 

Be joyful, he joyful, our lalsmr is done, 

VTo have finished our toils with the course of the sun 1 

11. F. C. 


aobe’B iMasters. 

She was his own, his all:—the crowd may prove 
A transient feeling, and misname it love:— 

Ilis was a higher impulse; ’twas a part 

Of the warm Wood that circled through his heart, 

A fervid energy, a spell that hound 

Thoughts, wishes, feelings, in one hallow’d round. 
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Dauk as my fate, and silent all. 

The chilling shades of Evening fall; 

But heavier mists my soul appal. 

Since last I met with thee ! 

Oh ! hour of exquisite delight, 

Eor ever present to my sight!— 

But cureless anguish came to blight 

The hhss of loving thee 1 

’Tis vain to seek a nwtless hed— 

No slumbers wrap my aching head; 

Where are my joys—my duties—fled ? 

Ah! far away with thee ! 

There was a time—a day of yore. 

When Fancy could thy form restore— 

’Tis past!—and I can sleep no more. 

Not even to dream of thee! 

The trembling tenant of my breast 
Has parted from its eaithly rest;— 

Yet there shall come a future blest. 

Where I may dwell with thee! 



148 


THE SIAIBEN’S BAMENT. 


And but for Aim, whose waning years, 

His child alone to life endears, 

I would not waste my youth in teafs. 

But die or live for thee 1 

But, oh! the bitter fate is mine. 

In ceaseless solitude to pine 5 
Alike unable to resign 

My life, or love for thee! 

J. C. 


gonnet. 

When the lark carols to the summer mom. 

Soaring through purple clouds on buoyant wing ; 
When the coy partridge, from the ripening corn. 
Starts if the breeze a passing murmur fling; 

That sighing breeze, which wafts the spangling dew 
From the blue wind-flower and the heather-bell. 
Invites my muse her wanderings to pursue. 

O'er mossy lawn, tliick wood, or tangled dell; 

Or when the water-lily—silver flower. 

Peeps from her green leaves on the silent lake; 
When contemplation steals away the hour ; 

And all is peae^*;—but memory yet will wake, 

And lead me from the lovely tranquil scene. 

To muse with fondness on what mce has been! 

S. K. 
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Oh, let us never lightly fling 

A barb of woe to wound another; . 

Oh, never let us haste to bring 
The cuji of sorrow to a brother. 

Sach has the power to wound—^but he 
Who wounds that he may witness paht,. 

Has learnt no law of Charity, 

Which ne’er inflicts a pang in vain. 

’Tis godlike to awaken joy. 

Or sorrow’s influence to subdue ; 

But not to wound—nor to annoy. 

Is part of virtue’s lesson too — 

Peace, winged in fairer worlds above, 
Shall bend her down and brighten thh. 

When all man’s labour shall be love. 

And all his thoughts—a brother’s bliss. 


l^ondon* 3d May> 10SB. 


o 2 
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Hneivalled empress of the silver lake, 

The slow canal, still pool, and rashy brake— 
When verdant moniiug opes her azure eyes. 
From her green couch, see lovely Nymphia rise! 
And, as her form the liquid glass divides. 

In rapturous w'onder gaze the adoring tides— 
Lave her white neck in vii’gin beauty fair, 

And braid with lucid gems her golden hair. 
M^hcrc’er she moves, unnumbered swains attend. 
And with submissive love around her bend. 
Watch her gay smiles—inhale her rising sighs. 
And view the beauty with delighted eyes.— 

The passing breeze forgets awhile to blow. 

And Naiads wonder in the deeps below ! 

But when grey evening tints the hazy west. 
And twilight shadows tremble on her Im'ast, 
Chilled by the sighing gales that round her blow, 
She folds her green vest o’er a neck of snow— 
Bends her soft cheek unused the storms to brave. 
And sleeps in silence on the languid wave. 


S. R. 
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J}Y Tine LATK DR. CDSJRIK. 

'* Sunt geiuin«p notnnl portVi (|iianim »It«m fertu/ 

Curno.i.tiua vvrU fiicilia datuv CKituauuibru.’’ ^'^uwif. 

As I was passing a month of tho dcliglitful summer 
of 1780 at the ancient seat of my family in North 
M’’ales, I one morning awoke, after a disturbed night, 
soon after day break; and the shutters of my windows 
being open, the light shone on the bed where I lay. 
Not finding myself disposed to return to sleep, I opened 
my curtains, and res<dved to indulge myself in that 
listless musing, that half delirium, whidi is often so 
grateful to the mind. A sycamore tree, which, ac- 
cording to the tradition of our family, was planted 
tow'ards the middle of the last century by my great¬ 
grandfather, grew on the outside of my window: its 
branches, dHven by the wind, were moving slowly 
backwards and forwards before the glass, and in the 
almost dead stillness around me, 1 could hear the 
noise of the breeze passing through its leaves. This 
tree was an acquaintance of mine from my infancy, 
but I had never before seen it in so interesting a point 
of view. The whistling of the wind, the movement 
of the branches "which seemed almost voluntary, and 
the alternate shades of light and darkness thrown by 
this movement on the floor, gave it altogether a live- 
^ liness which stnick me forcibly, and it required but 
■iittlc aid from the imagination to bestow on it con- 
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sciousn&ss and animation. “ How old, and yet how 
vigorous” said I, “is this beautiful sycamore! A 
hundred summers have shed their dews pn its leaves; 
and a hundred more shall witness its unfading ver- 
dure : but he who planted it has long ceased to live ; 
and the being that now contemplates it shall soon he 
motioiJcss also. Yet art thou not, Oh Tree ! exempt 
from the laws of decay: thy branches shall witlier;— 
thy trunk grow dry and sapless;—the matter that 
forms thee resolve into its parent earth, and 
mingle with the dust of man, over whom thou 
triumphest! But hast thou indeed a substance, or 
art thou only a creature of the mind ? An hour ago, 
where wert thou ? In the arms of sleep, I perceived 
thee not, and how do 1 know that thou differest in 
aught from the phantasms of the night, whiiJi then 
seemed real ? 1 n a few hours hence I shall sleep again 
as lieforc, and that which seems now a dream, shall again 
become reality. In a few years I shall sleep longer 
and deeper; and this pillow of down shall be exchanged 
for a pillow of dust; but who shall say that I shall 
then be senseless ? The night of the tomb may present 
a new scenery before me, mure beautiful and complete; 
and when I awake to its enjoyment, I may look back 
on ‘ this fev’rous being,’ as on a turbulent dream! 
Divine Berkeley! Thou second Plato, but greater 
than the first—how Just and sublime are thy views! 
Mind alone has essence: the forms of matter are but 
shadows. The whole choir of earth and heaven ?— 

4 

what is it ? M’hat, but a passing vision ?” 
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In this state of mind, so favourable to the opera¬ 
tions of fancy, the impressions of sense gradually became 
more indistinct; a dark vapour seemed to spread itself 
over my eyes, and when my consciousness returned, 
the following pageant appeared before me. 

I found myself on the side of a lofty mountain, 
rising out of the sea, the waves of which dashed against 
its base. The water was covered with a thin vapour, 
through which the sight penetrated with difficulty; 
and the objects on its surface, seen indistinctly, 
seemed agitated by the heavings of the surge. Casting 
my eyes bel^nd me, I saw the mountain divide into two 
branches, which appeared to lose themselves in the 
clouds. Between them was a narrow passage, in the front 
of which stood a Being of more than mortal stature. His 
countenance had the bloon^ of youth; his eye, which 
was upon me, shone with divine radiance;—in one 
hand he held a spear, and with the other he beck¬ 
oned me to approach, with benignant aspect. Wonder 
and reverence took possession of my heart; and I 
advanced with humble and hesitating steps. “Fear 
nothing,” said he, “ I am the angel Ithuriel, the servant 
of the Most High; obey me, and be instructed. I have 
strengthened thy sight; turn thy face towards the 
ocean, and tell me what thou seest.” The clouds 
which had brooded over the water were rolled away; 
and the sea was covered with vessels of different 
sizes, all bending their course towards the mountain 
where we stood. On board of them I could discern 
the figures of human beings, sometimes directing the 
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helm or expanding the sails, and at other times resting 
indolently on the deck, and trusting themselves to 
the tide. Many of these vessels seemed to enjoy a 
steady gale, but some were almost becalmed, and 
others appeared to be tossed and agitated by the violence 
of a tempest. All, however, approached us, though 
with different degrees of celerity; the whole being 
carried forward by a strong current which set towards 
the shore. While I was about to ask an explanation 
of what I saw, the angel again addressed me. “Direct 
thy view upwards,” said he, “ and contemplate the sky 
as it hangs over the ocean.” I turned my eyes 
towards the heavens, and saw them illuminated with 
streaks of light, and with meteors of transcendent 
beauty, shooting from behind the mountain where we 
stood across the hemisph^, and tinging the clouds 
with various colours of celestial hue. I gazed with 
astonishment and rapture; “ IVhcnce,” said I, “ Oh, 
inhabitant of heaven! arise those glorious visions, 
and what do they represent?” “A portion” said 
Ithuriel, “of the never-ending circle of being is pre¬ 
sented before thee in the tablet of human life. Thou 
staudest on an isthmus: below thee is the sea of Time, 
behind thee, where thine eye cannot penetrate, tlie bound¬ 
less regions of eternity. The meteors that play on die 
heavens before thee are irradiations from objects too 
luminous for mortal eye, which have penetrated across 
the dark vapours that overshadow this mountain, and 
l^ye a faint display of the real beauties of a brighte.' 
world. Again reflected from the impending clouds. 
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they are thrown with diminished lustre on the surface 
of tile ocean, where tliey assiune a thousand unsuhstan. 
tial forms.. It .is tliese phantoms, which they mistake 
for realities, that thy fellow.4nortals are pursuing; 
thy ^ght is farther strcngtltehed ; observe them moi'e 
narrowly, and tell me what tUoti seest.” “ I see” 
said I, ‘‘ the coiuiteuances of those who arc advancing 
on the water agitated by various passions; and I can 
discern some of the olijects which attract them, and 
which appear to dance before them on the billotvs as 
they approach. In their direct course I can discern 
a miglity whirlpool, towards which all the waters of 
the sea seem to flow, and the vessels arc carried along 
by the power of its vortex.” “The whirlpool which 
thou observest” said Ithuriel, ‘^is the termination 
of mortal life; the inninnerable tribes that cover the 
surface of the ocean must all be swallowed up in its 
abyss. Many, thou mayst see, that are on the brink of 
fate, are stored with provisions for a long voyage. 
How vain is their solicitude! their barks and their 
ladings shall perish in the gulph, and tliey themselves 
be cast up naked upon the shore!” 

While the angel was yet speaking, I could discern 
the headmost vessel fast approaching the whirlpool. 
On the deck sat a man with contented air, and 
dull but placid countenance. His vessel was deeply 
laden, and moved evenly on the tide. He appeared un¬ 
conscious of his danger, his attention being engaged by 
the figure of a palace in front, resembling, as far as I 
could discern, the Mansion-house in London. As he 
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got up, seemingly with the intention of preparing to 
enter it, he discovered the gulph immediately before him, 
and starting with agony and terror, instantly disappeared. 

After him, followed several others of the same descrip¬ 
tion. Their vessels were in general laden with different 
articles of merchandize, but some were ballasted with 
gold and silver, and others, to my surprise, were deeply 
pressed down in the water, though tlieir lading seemed 
to consist only of thin pieces of paper of an oblong 
form. Some of these persons seemed to be entirely em¬ 
ployed in gazing on their cargoes, but others appeared to 
have objects at some distance in their view, on which 
their attention was fixed. Among these last, I could ob¬ 
serve a man of an open and ingenuous appearance, but 
with a face marked with anxiety and care. The vessel 
under him seemed to have been buffeted by the storms, 
and rolled much in the water. He kept his place how¬ 
ever steadily at the helm, with an air of fortitude in his 
countenance, which seemed at timesclouded with pain, but 
more frequently enlightened with comfort. He discovered 
the abyss at some distance before him, and folding his 
arms, he resigned himself to his fate with composure and 
magnanimity. When on the verge of the whirlpool, 
I saw him lying backward, with the air and attitude 
of one that sleeps. 

The next vessel that followed was a canoe, in one 
end of which sat a man of a reddish hue. His lK)dy 
was almost naked^ ^md his face was painted of different 
colours. On his head he wore a crown of variegated 
feathers, and in his hand he carried a bow. His coun- 
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tCnan^e was sometimes agitated with keen emotion, 
and sometimes lethargic and dull. As ho approached the 
wliirlpool, he arose erect in his canoe, and with eyes fixed 
on the gulph before him, sunk undaunted under the waves. 

A great variety of beings succeeded, most of whom 
seemed unranscious of the fate that awaited them; but 
some discerned the abyss at a distance, and endeavoured 
to steer a different course. They were able to hold a 
direction somewhat oblique, but the power of the vortex 
soon overcame their efforts, and sucked them under 
the tide. 

Wlule I contemplated the immense crowd that was 
rushing forwtuid, I saw a vessel advancing that engag¬ 
ed my parthfular observation. It seemed extremely 
light, and violently agitated by the winds, which blew 
in succession in various directions. On the deck sat 
a man, whose hair hung loose on the breeze, and 
whose temples were covered with leaves of bay. He 
held a harp before him on which he seemed to play; 
and his countenance bespoke a mind agitated by lofty 
conceptions. Of the storm he appeared altogether 
heedless, his eye glanced alternately on the surface of 
the ocean, and the convexity of the sky ; and I could 
discover a beam of light reflected from the heavens that 
played on his head. In this situation a sudden blast 
overset his bark; and ho was tumbled into the sea. 
He was, however, able to get on the inverted keel, 
and I could discern that he still preserved his harp. 
At times he resumed his employment with the same 
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air of unconcern as formerly; but he was frequentiy 
interrupted by the rolling of the vessel, and he was 
generally half immersed in the waten. A few of the 
notes he struck I could hear—they were exquisitely 
melodious, and seemed to brighten the sorrow of 
his countenance with an expression of elevation and 
hope. My heart was drawn towards this unfortunate 
being; but while I was musing on bis condition, I 
perceived that he also had reached the termination of 
his voyage, and had sunk, like the rest, into the inevi- 
table gulph. 

My eye again wandered at large over the surface 
of the water, when a new object engaged my attention. 
In the prow of a bark that advanced with groat ra¬ 
pidity, I saw a young man standing in a military 
garb. His port was noble, his aspect commanding, 
and his look was directed, with the utmost animation 
and ardour, towards a phantom immediately before 
him. The colours in which this spectre was pourtrayed 
were so vivid as to be distinctly visible. The figure 
seemed that of a beautiful female in the dress of an 
amazon; one hand was hud across her breast, and with 
the other she pointed upwards. The farther the 
warrior advanced, the greater appeared his eagerness; 
and his visage seemed to grow pale and sicken with 
the anxiety of his mind. But the instant he reached 
the gulph, his eye sparkled, his cheek Hushed—^he 
sprang forward with extended arms to catch the beau¬ 
teous phantom, which burst in his embrace with a 
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light that illuminated his countenance, as he 
sank under the waves, and diffused a splendour across 
the ocean far and wide! 

The surprize and admiration which this produced had 
no sooner subsided, than a vessel attracted my notice, 
of a superior size. On the deck stood a man, in the 
dress of a Senator. His stature was tall, his attitude 
graceful and majestic; though his hair was whitened 
with age, his countenance had the energy of youth, 
and his eye seemed to brighten with unquenchable 
fire. He looked around him with an air of authority 
and command; and I could observe that his fellow 
voyagers idihin his view gazed on him with awe and 
reverence. The vessel seemed to move proudly under 
him; the waves curling and foaming against her stem. 
As he approached the brink of the whirlpool, he stepped 
forward, in the attitude of one that speaks; and raising 
his hand almve his head in high emotion, he suddenly 
staggered forward, as if atnuk by lightning,_and tum¬ 
bled headlong into the gulph ! The sound of his fall, 
which seemed like the fall of a Colossus, reached me 
distinctly; and the waves appeared to recoil all around ! 

M^hilst I was lost in sorrow and wonder, the voice of 
the angel again saluted me. “ Girieve not” said he, 
“ for what tliou hast seen. The Eternal Spirit, whose 
creatures wo are, penetrates all nature, and is equally 
present in the depth and darkness of the ocean, as in 
the brightness of the summer’s day. The beings that 
Bse lost to thy sight are yet under his protection, and 
shall again emerge with renovated powers. They are 
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spirits like thyself—emanations from the Supreme Sp* jit, 
and after a course of action and sufferinft, a part of 
which thou hast seen, shall again he united to the 
source from whence they sprung. Human life is a 
single scene in the great drama of existence. Earth, 
Oh Mortal! is the school of minds. When thou 
ininglest in its cares and its pleasures, remember thy 
origin and thy destination: let thy heart be purified 
from baseness and vice, and bear thyself with the 
temper of an immortal. But look again on the ocean, 
and direct thine eye towards the North.” 1 obeyed. 
On the verge of the horizon, a small vessel appeared, 
bounding through the waves. As it moved along, I could 
discern a man standing on the deck with a pencil in his 
hand. His attention was engaged by the vessels that 
were passing before him; and he seemed busy in re¬ 
cording tlieir fate, as they successively disappeared. 
But of his own vessel he appeared to take no care or 
direction; and he did not seem conscious that ho him¬ 
self was rapidly home along by the tide—I gazed on 
him by a secret sympathy—as he approached more 
nearly, a sudden thought struck me—alas ! I knew his 
features, though I had never seen them but in a mir¬ 
ror, Confusion, surprise, and terror took possession of 
my mind. But as I saw this image approach the gulph, 
my eyes became dim; a thousand half-formed shadows 
danced before vag sight; clouds and darkness gathered 
around ; the vidon melted away; and I found myself 
lying on my bed in the old Castle of B— by the bey 
of Caernarvon, with the sun-beams playing on my face. 



Storing Crocuses. 


UY MARY HOWITT. 


“ Tlia vernul crorni in th« BdKlib'»»bood of NottinRluun prN«nti k moat be-tuUfiU o^'P^omico, 
«AV«rii)(c witli its UIiKMU iiiony turm »f inendoM', riv<illiii|C wliute\-er iiiin ttefn simg of tho fields 
of Eniut ; hlicwing at n disCince like a fi'XMl uf lilac, atid tempting erery merry little basrt, 
ond many graver ones alto, U> go out and gatlwr.” 

A'atttralrels Caletuirr for Timi’» Tfkicopr for lll27i by W. Howirr. 


Not to cold-hearted, weary care 
Give up the soul, a votary won ! 

Come now, a simple pleasure seize. 

Where a thousand thousand crocuses 
Are shining in the sun. 

I have seen them oft, and loved them long. 
Comparing them in wild vagary. 

To some enchanted lake that lies 
Beneath the bright enchanted skies. 

In the old land of Faery. 

But why need we comparisons. 

They are themselves so beautiful; 

Are they not flowers, dear English flowers. 
Growing in meadows that are ours, 

For any cliild to pull ? 
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And, from the dim and treeless town, 

The little children have gone forth, 
Buuning and leaping, happy bands, 

With little baskets in their hands, 

And hearts brim-full of mirth. 

And, darkly pondering on the past. 
Slowly have eome down aged men ; 
Feeble with years, and bent and boar. 

To gaze upon the flowers onex' more :— 
Never to gaze again. 

Here r.ome the children of the poor. 
Leaving their early cares behind, 
Gamesome as the wild forest herd, 

And in-e us is the mountain bird, 

Or as the' mountain wind. 

Some like strong lambs at play; and some 
Culling of choicest flowers a few; 

And some like gleaners bending low. 

Keep gathering on, a steady row, 

And never have enow. 

The little infant ’mong the grass 
Sits, gaily singing to itself; 

Until comes out a gaudy fly. 

Or a small bee goes humming by. 

Then shouts the merry elf. 
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Aye, sing unto the lark alwve ye. 

And freely wander where ye list, 

And glean up from the abounding earth 
Strong joy, and rosy health, and mirth. 

Good gifts too often missed ! 

For carelessly ye wander now ; 

But passing life brings dciep’ning shadows. 
And ye, in some far, burning clime. 

May oft retrace the youthful time 
Spent in your native meadows ! 

And God sent flowers to beautify 

The earth, and cheer man’s careful mood ; 
And he is happiest who has power, 

To gather wisdom from a flower. 

And wake his heart in every hour 
To pleasant gratitude. 
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Co an Bolian Harp. 


Swell on ! th« Spirit of the breeze 
Seems now as sad as I— 

Or is it in soft sounds like these, 

He whispers sympathy ? 

None on earth with me will grieve, 

And though not there. 

Some, my heart would fain believe. 

Dwell in the air! 

But no ! his grief is all his otvn— 

Doth he not, in that low tone. 

Half a sigh, and half a groan. 

Mourn, that ’mid the fields of flowers. 

He hath spent his twilight hours ?— 

But fragrance they have given him none; 
They had been robb’d by the scorching sun! 

Ha ! there’s another strain— 

Jlorc hollow and drear; 

Hark! let it swell again— 

The wind is in fear; 

Now he rushes o’er the wires. 

With deadly haste and shrill,— 

Now he quivers—now expires: 

How awful!—for how still I 



TO AN EOI.IAK BARF. 


16S 


Oh! ho had passed some churoh-yard lone. 

And heard a wailing spirit’s moan; 

And then came trembling, ^ieking, here. 

Till the strings echoed back his fear. 

He awakes !—but his sorrow and dread 
Still sleep—hark 1 a melody 
Too high for woe, for mirth too low, 

Warbles soothingly—cheeringly. 

Now the lulling numbers 
Seem only meant for slumbers; 

Now, so bright the strain, 

I wake to hear again ; 

For dreams, for dreams alone. 

Swells that wond’Aus tone I 

Oh 1 I hear in that sound the soft mnrmnrings 
Of groves lov’d by zephyrs, and rock-channelled 
springs; 

And of fmries and wood-sprites the chorus gay. 

As they meet, and exult o’er the death of day ; 

And there breathes the nightingale’s gentle farewell. 
As she leaves to dark silence her favourite dell; 

And the word which maidens but once can tell, 

And which lovers have longed for, ai;4 loved so well; 
And I hear the lone hermit’s pensive prayer 
Float to his Ood on the midnight air ; 

And I hear Peace wave her harmonious wings. 

In her short-lived joy, over sleep-tamed kings: 

And I hear—I hear—oh I ’tis Fancy’s call. 

And my spirit must fly to her dreamy hall! 

J. A. S. 
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Ma.testic monarch of the forest scene, 

The wood-birds love thy shade, thou noble Tree! 
And, nestling in thy foliage rich and green, 

Wake the Sweet echoes with their melody, 

Half through the branches seen. 


And when the sun is blazing in the sky. 

And earth is faint beneath its fervent heat. 

The deer will leave the open plains, and fly 
To seek for shelter at thy rugged feet. 

Where the brook wanders by. 

And when the day is done, and all is still. 

Round thee the fairies dance, a merry throng, 
The moon gives forth her light, and from the hill. 
The nightingale for music lends her song, 

Joined with the bubbling rill. 

The flowers that deck thy feet adorn their hair. 
Thy acom-cups are vessels for their feast. 

And round they frolic it in gambols rare, 

Until the earliest morning paints the east,— 
Then vanish into air. 
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Each passing day in beauty didst thou grow. 

And now three hundred years thy form has stood j 

But soon thy goodly beauty must be low— 

Low in the dust, proud monarch of the wood 1 
Fell’d by the axe’s blow. 

A change comes o’er thy lot;—and can it be, 

That this brave vessel which in harbour rides. 

Is formed and fashioned of the noble tree. 

To bo the sport of waves, and winds,’ and tides— 
A traveller of the sea ? 

Yes !—^thon must pass to regions far away, 

Where the hot sun in tropic skies doth glow; 

Or where his beams, with faint and sickly ray. 

But half light up the silver Belds of snow 

That skirt some Arctic bay. 


No more in verdant greenwood shalt thou hear 
The lark’s sweet hymn, that bids the sun farewell; 
For whistling winds and thunder peals are near. 

And ocean greets thee with his roaring swell, 

And stormy sHiss appear. 

Go bounding o’er the waves, like war>horse gay! 

Clear be the skies, and gently breathe the wind; 
Uncheck’d by winds or waves, hold on thy way. 

And safe return to those, who, left behind. 

Now for thy coming pray. 
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And, oh ! may He, whoso all-creating power 
Bade thee spring up from earth, a stately tree, 
And decked thy feet with many a fairy flower, 

Guide thee in safety o’er the pathless sea. 

When storms tempestuous lour. 

H F. C. 


I^onntt 

TO OB. CBANHINO. 

Yes ! earth shall still he brightened with the rays, 
Which virtuous hearts upon its darkness shed: 
Freedom shall raise up her exulting head, 

And point prophetic to the future days! 

And thine, O Channing! be the Patriot’s praise. 
Whose words of fire inflame the soul of youth 
With heaven’s own spirit—^honour, virtue, truth, 
Th’ immortal glory time shall not eraze. 

Proceed I liule tyrants at thy page turn pale, 

And unstain’d hearts throb warmer at its power; 
Leave to posterity that noblest dower, 

Thine own high mind—which future times shall hail 
And dwell enraptured on thy hope and trust. 

When earth’s oppressors lie forgotten in the dust! 

J. B. K. 



Separntion. 


A CHANGE comes o’er my being—the last link, 
That bound me to its sympathies, is broken! 

And still I linger on its dreary brink. 

Waiting until the last command be spoken; 

Oh ! who can tell how mournfully we think. 

When every passing moment brings a token 
Of that lost love, that, like the glowing sun. 
Warmed every beating pulse, imtil its sand was run. 

I may not pause to dream of days long past. 

When love like this kept vigil o’er my hours ; 

For, oh! remenArances so bitter cast 
Upon my withering heart their icy showers:— 
Thick on the ground, beneath the unpitying blast. 
My hopes lie scatter’d, like decaying flowers; 

And as I contemplate the wreck, aghast, 

I feel that, in the heart, no spring-time pours 
Another flush of hloom o’er winter’s leafless bowers ! 

Oh! ye, who shroud the smiling earth in gloom. 
Winter of Death ! and Midnight of the Grave! 
¥c give not back your victims from the tomb, 
Though^nature bleed to lose the fond and brave. 
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Your power shall crumble at the day of doom, 
Before His word, that stills the wind and wave. 
And His own children, from your bondage free, 

Shall join the lov’d—the lost,—through all eternity! 

J. C. 


Ctantsfltlantic 

The sandy banks, that now unfold. 

Seem to the sight like fretted gold; 

And the hot and stilly air scarce heaves 
The palm tree’s broad and rustling leaves; 
No bird is seen o’er the wavdto fly. 

But the fish-hawk darting from on high; 
The panther sleeps, and the rattle-snake 
Lies coiled within the myrtle brake.— 

But thoH|;h so still, no scenes are these 
Nature’s s(^k worsliipper to please; 
Before her thus in splendour drest. 

The spirit sinks—but not to rest. 

And for the calmer influence sighs 
Of dteltered vales, and milder skies. 
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TRAN8LATK1> FROM TUB I.A8T OF TUB MBLODIKS 8UMO BY TUB 
TYn01.EBK PAMltV. 


BY MRS. 


** Han^ main Merct warun aa Asi 


Wherefore so sad and faint, my heart!— 
The stranger’s land is fair; 

Yet weary, weary still thou art— 

What find’st thou wanting there ? 

What wanting ?—all, oh I all I love I 
Am I not lonely here ? 

Through a fair land in sooth I rove. 

Yet what like home is dear ? 

My home! oh! thither would I fly. 

Where the free air is sweet. 

My father’s voice, my mother’s eye. 

My own wild hills to greet. 

My hills, with all their soaring steeps, 

With all their glaciers bright. 

Where in his joy the chamois leaps, 

Mocking the hunter’s might. 



SWISS IIOME-SICKNESS. 


Oil! Imt to hear the herd-hell sound, 
AVhcii shepherds lead the way 
Uj) the high Alps, and children hound. 
And not a lamb will stay ! 

Oh ! hut to cliiiih the U]>lands free. 
And, w'hcrc the pure streams loam, 
By the blue shining lake, to see, 

Once more, my hamlct-home ! 

IIere|^o familiar look I trace; 

I to^i no friendly hand; 

No child laughs kindly in my face— 
As in my pwu bright laud 1— 


^tanjas 

INTSKOKD FOB MUSIC. 

Fear not, love, that I should flutter 
To another's heart again;— 

JCvery word thy sweet lijis utter 
Is a magic chaiiu 

Say not that my tong-ue dissembles— 
Can J fcign tlic burning sigh, 
Poured to the pure soul that trembles 
In thy soft, dark eye? 
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As the “Hermit" of M. do Joiiv is scarcely less familiar 
to the English public than to the French, there are few 
of our readers who will not recollect the paper in which 
he denounces the collecting of mUographs as the most 
absurd of all similar pursuits. “ The English,” he ob¬ 
serves, “ ever ready to confound what is merely rare 
with what is beautiful, are particularly efrioM in these 
collectionsand he ridicules the destiS'^'of possessing 
one of the letters even* of Boileait, because written 
only “ in the most simple style|, not containing any 
anecdote, any particular fact, and remarkable for nothing 
but its bad spelling.” 

It could not but have occurred to the Parisian moral¬ 
ist that curiosity and veneration were motives sufficiently 
powerfid to account for this apparent folly. 

However contradictory it may sound, notoriety seems 
to invest its object with a veil of mystery which all are 
desirous of penetrating. We are curious not only to see 
the inspirations of a man of genius as they appeared 
before they were reflected to us from the press, but we 
wish to leant whether his familiar communications bear 
any resemblance to his works, or whether he accepts an 
invitation or makes an inquiry in a manner different 
from that of other men. Like the schoolboy, we are as 
much inclined to examine the mechanism of the watch, 
as to appreciate its beauty or its value, 
n 2 
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In addition to tliosp, are the higher feelings whieh in- 
dnee iis to reverence tin; relics of geiuus, as a iiomage to 
genius itself. The pajwr that hears undoubted marks of 
having been- traced by the hand which has given the 
thoughts of its possessor to immortality, is worthy of a 
better fate than to be sent to “ I'^picier ilu emu," as the 
only place where it m.'iy be “ encore de (juelque uldiU 
and he who can view it with unmoved feelings is little 
to be envied. 

Hut independent of these considerations, it is impos¬ 
sible that »u4(|collections can be worthless. Kvon the 
meagre {jortfolm that now lies on our talde has its value. 
We leave out of view its connection with the history of 
its possessor; the occjusional evidences it exliibits of ro¬ 
mantic hopes and mortifying disappointments; and we 
turn to the scraps which he cherished with the fondness, 
or, it may lie, the folly of an entlmsiast. 

It is true the two letters we find written by Btjhns 
relate only to the side of his early publications: and the 
note by Sm Waltee Scott has no worthier subject 
than the furniture intended to decorate the splendid 
liltrary of Abbotsford ; but there are others more 
indicative of the dispositions and pursuits of their 
writers. 

'We do not give them as specimens of composition, but 
as possessing an interest connected with the public cha¬ 
racters of the parties whoso signatures they liear. 

The first is from a h-tter written by Montgomeiit, 
ut)on licing infoi-mcd of the popularity of his poenu 
in the interior of llie United States. 
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“ Those solitudes have heard my song, and smiled to 
hear it. I need not hlush to say so; it is the truth— 
and of such air honest unbought tnumjih the pride and 
jietiilanee of eriticism cannot rob me: I have laureJs be¬ 
yond the reach of envy or spleen, and laiu-els which 
could not have been unworthily won. Ilow long they 
will flourish 1 cannot pretend to foresee; but if they 
live but a day, and, like the gourd of Jonah, perish ha 
a night, while they do live 1 will solace myself in their 
shade, and if I dream of immortality and awake to be¬ 
hold them withered in the morning, I not repine ; 
I sliall slumber as sweetly in my grave,* if daisies blos¬ 
som, as if laurels thicken over it; yet every poet would 
be remembered, and remembered for ever on earth, 
though none ever died in the certain hope of that im¬ 
mortality, however cunfldent in his talents, or however 
truly deserving the admiration and gratitude of pos¬ 
terity.” 

Our next extract is from a letter from the late Miss 
Srwaiid, and it would be difficult to find in her pub¬ 
lished volumes anything more characteristic of her mind 
and feelings—her ready appreciation of Uie talents of 
others—licr restless vanity and concern as to the fame 
of her otvB, 

“ When the warm and artless spirit of youth kindles 
at my strains, that delight-imparting circumstance 
seems to be, to use Mr. Southey's words concerning my 
warm praise of his glorious epic poem Madoe, ‘ an earn. 
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est of what posterity will give me.’ The consciousness 
of it makes me feel that I have not lived or sung in 
vain. To hope that what I have written is capable of 
inspiring through future generations, the pure pleasure 
which genuine poetry never fails to impart where nature 
has given the respondent feeling, is a full reeompence for 
the injustice of ignorance, prejudice, and em'y. They 
may, indeef they have long since sickened me of pub- 
lishing, of ordering new editions of those poems which 
have already passed the press,' and of rescaling from the 
darkness of closet a large collection of unpublished 
writings ; but ithey cannot at their wish annihilate the 
verse that is lodged in the stores of the past, and whi<;h 
I think my country and her yet unborn Literati will 
rescue from the grasp of oblivion.” 

The subsequent passage is from the pen of a popular 
dramatist and actor, evidently written in one of those 
moments of depression by which the excitement of the 
stage, and its pursuits are so likely to be followed. 

“ Repeated attacks, too, of illness, of an illness which 
like mine bears strongly on the mind and spirits, lessen 
very ranch the ardour of life, and produce a carelessness 
about human events that borders often upon total apathy. 
They indeed make existence seem ‘ a weary, stale, flat, 
a|^ unprofitable’ labour, a mere mockery of the task of 
thought and the toil of action: under (heir influence it 
all seems to amount to—nothing; and in the moments qf 
sickness, when activity is destroyed, when feeling is sub- 
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(hied, and when reason is useless, when the world with¬ 
out us is a filooiny waste of indifference, and the world 
within us a dark mist of unwrtainty, we are left won¬ 
dering wliat we have been doing, and why we endea¬ 
voured to do it.” 

We take the following from a memorandum by the 
most j)Owerful author of the Lake School, on the differ¬ 
ence between the emotions produced liy seeing the Pan- 
tlieon at liome and by a (iothic cathedral: the Apollo 
Belvidere and the Moses of Michael Ang^]^. 

“ The contemplation of the first fills the mind with 
self-satisfaction: we sec an elevation, a deification of 
our own natures, and feel a noble pride in beholding it: 
but the last-mentioned objects lead us to the contempla¬ 
tion of a nature superior to our own ; we feel an obscure 
consciousness of the eternal and immutable Being with 
wliose w'orship they are connected; and in attempting to 
grasp the grandeur and infinity of tlie idea, the mind 
seems to grow with the effort. The one is an emotion 
of pride and elevation,—the other of reverence and 
awe.” 

If, following the fashion of the day, we could recon¬ 
cile it to ourselves to violate the sanctity of private in¬ 
tercourse, we could swell this single paper to half the 
contemplated size of our volume. But we proceed no 
farther. Nor are such passages as these necessary to 
give value tq a collection: there is both character and 
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meaning In single signatures} and no one can look upon 
those of Cajtvino and of Beocjgham without recog¬ 
nising the graceful and easy vigour of {he one, and the 
gnarled strength, and power of the other. Or, if this 
should be merely visionary, when weconsidcr how much, 
not only of misery but of crime, is occasioned by the want 
of a pursuit, we shall view with toleration one so inno¬ 
cent, if so useless, as tliat of collecting autographs. 


X. 


Sbtenws near ®sn=8=JHae». 

■ • • • • 

Ok either side, the mountains mottled heights 
Flung their dark shadows o’er a gloomy lake; 
And, at their feet, a gush of waters fell 
From rocks in wildly-broken fragments piled 
O’er Nature’s awful ruins. Spreading thence. 
The foaming river lingered through a vale. 
That smiled in summer beauty. Far above. 
My mountaii»!»ay I held—so that the lark. 
As from the sli^ng harvest-fields it sprung, 
Was pois’d beneath me, and I heard its song, 
Ev’n as the viewless spirits of the air 
May listen to the melody, when Mom 
Beholds its loftier flight! 



179 


ffige ISens^te’s Song. 


Haw oft hM tlie llenilioo priori. 
How oft faw death untiod 
llrifht linka that Glctfy WAVO* 
Sweet iKAda oatwla'd by Lut«.* 


Mookb. 


The moon was ridinp high in heaven, silvering the 
trees and waves, 

And ’twag at midnight’s awful hour, when spirits 
leave their graves; 

No wind the rustling tree-tops stirred,—and all was 
still and clear, 

Except the plaining of the brook which distant met 
the ear; 

When lo! upon the breeze was borne a strange 
unearthly sound 

To where an old and stately hall in gloomy grandeur 
frowned ; 

And, as still nearer and more near, the solemn music 
rang, 

One single voice distinct and clear, this funeral 
message sang. 
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“ Is it to thcc, thou aged sire, to thee that I am sent ? 

Tliy hair is silver as the snow, thy form wi th ageis bent; 

The music of the lute and lyre is evvjr hushed to thee, 

And to distinguish night from day is all thine eye 
can see; 

But yet, though worn with care and woe, awhile thy 
frame may last. 

As the leaves long tremble on the bough, ere 
scattered by the blast; 

Though Life is but one weary pang, and Death 
would set thee free. 

The Earth must hold thee yet awhile—I am not 
sent for thee! 

“ Or am I sent to sing to thee, and tell thee thou 
must die. 

Thou of the tali, commanding form, and brightly- 
glancing eye ? 

Time has not touched thy raven locks, and on thy 

, cheek there glows 

The rich unvarying bloOm of health, like Summer’s 
lingering rose; 

And must thou leave thy tender balajs to want a 
mother’s care. 

Who mom and evening, at thy knee, lisp o\it their 
infant prayer ? 

No! Heaven, in bounteous mercy rich, will sjmre the 
parent tree. 

Lest the young saplings perish too—I am not sent 
toAee.' 
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And thou, sweet hahe, that in thy sleep so fair and 
placid seems, 

I would not tjiat my fearfiJ voice should scare thy 
golden dreams; , 

Thou hast known nought of Envy's pang, or Care’s 
unquiet hours. 

Thy world is one vast Faery land of sunshine and of 
flowers ; 

But soon, alas ! its gorgeous hues will fade before thine 
eyes. 

And all its glorious visions yield to sad realities ; 

Sleep on, and, blameless ivs thou art, so sweet thy sleep 
shall be, 

Btit thou must live to face the world—I am not sent 
for thee! 

“ And thou, that w'atchest out the stars, with pale and 
solemn brow. 

Is it to thee that I am sent, from earth to call thee now ? 

Speak to their orbs of sparkling fire, and ask them 
can they tell. 

When thou must quit this mortal scene within a tomb 
to dwell: 

Speak yet again ! the stars are mute ! thy call they 
disobey. 

Thy necromantic art is vain ;—go, break thy w'atid, 
and pray! 

Thy sands are not run out; their span may yet ex¬ 
tended be; 

Improve the years that still remain—I am not sent 

for thee! 

H 
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“ But thou, fair girl of blithesome mien, there’s gladness 
in thy voice. 

That oft has made these ancient hijlls re-echo and 
rejoice ; 

There is a lightness in thy step—a lustre in thine eye—. 

That mocks at Death—but I am come to tell thee thou 
must die 1 

And though so blooming now thou art, the gayest of 
the gay,— 

Before Disi^ase’s chilling touch thy beauties must decay; 

For ere the Spring bedeck with flowers the field—with 
leaves the tree. 

Thou in the grave wilt silent lie—for 1 am sent to thee! 

“ The flowers thou tendest now with care will soon 
neglected die; 

Thy bird, from cage released again, to its native forests 

fly; 

How will thy widow’d mother weep, when, standing 
by thy bier, 

Whose lute, and smile, and angel voice, her darkest 
hours could cheer: 

And he to whom, but yester-eve, I heard thee plight 
thy vow— 

The flowers which might have formed thy wreath, may 
deck thy coflin now ! 

E’en spirit as I am, 1 weep, that such a thing must be— 

But I am sent to <^1 thee hence—and thou must 
follow me!” 


H. F. C. 
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A TALK or THK ANOIKN RKOtME. 

Amongst the imraerous traces of the Revolution in 
France, which arrest the attention of the foreign travel¬ 
ler, there are few which strike him more forcibly and 
painfully than the ruins of old chateaux which are 
scattered throughout the country, particularly in the 
northern and western departments. It may have been 
necessary that France should w'adc through the sanguin¬ 
ary lustnition which deprived her of a host of noble 
houses, whose very names were rich in recollections of 
her former glories;—she may reconcile herself to this 
loss, as to a necessary consequence of the reduction of a 
haughty order, whose privileges were hostile to her 
liberties;—l)ut there is no such reflection to console her 
for the ravages of that blind and Gothic barbarism, 
which razed the castles of her nobles, when their once 
powerful owners had perished under the guillotine, or 
had been driven into homeless exile by the proscriptions 
of the revolutionary tribunals. There is something 
inexpressibly painful in the fate of the provincial noblesse, 
who were doomed to expiate so fearfully the long-esta¬ 
blished oppressions of their order; and those among 
them who returned to their native land at the restora¬ 
tion, after an exile of nearly twenty years, form a class 
which it is impossible to regard without strong feelings 
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of commiseration. Impoverished in their possessions, 
—stripped of their privileges,—and thrown into the 
shade iiy the noutteaux hommes —the military aristocracy 
of Napoleon, or the more politic, though less faithful 
memliers of their own caste,—they languish in un¬ 
honoured retirement, and fondly contrast their former 
splendour with their present obscurity and insignificance. 

Such, however, was not the fate of the noble house of 
Vaugirard. The last Count of that name died in 1785 ; 
—fortunate in being spared the spectacle of the destruc¬ 
tion of his ancestral dwelling, the annihilation of his 
ordci-, and the execution of his sovereign. His pnmd 
chateau, which formerly crowned an eminence on the 
hanks of the Ome, not far from the town of Falaise in 
Normandy, was, like many others, destroyed during the 
Revolution;—and there now remains no vestige of those 
halls, which, in the days of my youth, were graced, and 
almost sanctified, by the presence of the last and fairest 
of her high-born race—sweet Emilie de Vaugirard I 

1 dare hardly attempt to descrila; her:—She was 
indeed as bright and ethereal a vision as ever hovered 
over this polluted world, seeming too pure to t)elong to 
it. Her beauty was not of that haughty imperative 
character which commands you to how down before it, 
but bore in every trait the imjiress of woman’s most 
fascinating attrihutes^weetnoss and delicacy. She was 
fair, like most of her Nonnan countrywomen; the bloom 
on her cheek was as exqui.site as the blushing tinge in 
an eastern shell;—and her eyes, swimming in their owi- 
light, were of that pure blue which Raphael has given 
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to his chmibs. Her mouth was just what a woman’s 
mouth sliouhi lie;—small, rosy, and expressive—her 
lips seemed made (or kisses, and “wreathed smiles,” 
and the display of white teeth, and the utterance of 
kind, f^ntle words. She was remarkable, even amongst 
her countrywomen, for white, taper hands, and such 
little fairy feet as are only seen in modem Gaol. Her 
figure, though richly moulded, hud all the airy lightness 
of youth and joy—her fair, oj>en brow was as yet un¬ 
ruffled by care or sorrow ;—and, to c.onclude this hopeless 
attempt to transfer my recollections to these pages, she 
was altogether one of those enchanting beings whose 
image, though seen but for a moment, leaves an impres¬ 
sion of witchery and brightness upon the memory, which 
no time or distance can efface. 

She had grown up to luxuriant and perfect woman¬ 
hood in the seclusion of her father’s remote chateau, 
under the tutelage of an ancient aunt. La DiirJicsse 
de Ramire; her mother having died in giving her birth. 
The Count, an old soldier, who had lost an arm at the 
battle of Roeoux, naturally doated upon this sole remain¬ 
ing object of his affections with a fondness approaching 
to idolatry; and as at the death of the venerable 
Duchess, she was left wholly to his indulgence, it is not 
to i>e wondered at if she liecame the least in the world 
of a spoiled child. Nor was she to be blamed if, as she 
approached the delightful age of eighteen, she found the 
chateau rather a dull spot; and now and then wished, 
in a fit of caprice, for some society more enlivening than 
that of M. le Confesseur, or a few of the Count’s old 
R 2 
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frcrcs (Varmcs, who wore almost tlie only gnests whom 
his invalid and retired habits permitted to appear at 
Chateau Vaugirard. 

It was about this time that the Count’s niece, 
Madame la Marqnise de Vallx lie, a ffay and rushioiiahle 
woman, who moved with great hhit in the first circles 
of Paris, signified to him her intention of passing at 
the chateau the period of seclusion, which the recent 
de<!ease of her husband rcndereil necessary.—In a few 
days she arrived, as gaily dressed as the custunte tie deuU 
permitted;—and with no more sorrow in her counte¬ 
nance or manners than was absolutely indispensable. 
She was a dashing bninettc of about thirty; with a 
bright complexion, and a pair of wicked eyes, rlont elk 
coiinaissait Hen k pouvitir. 

It may well be supposed that the society of this lively 
guest was a delightful interruption to Emilio’s solitude; 
hut the former soon became weary of her banishment 
en provime, where she had no more fitting object for 
the display of her attractive powers than M. I/Abbe, 
whom she utterly scorned; and, unused to restrain the 
expression of her feelings, she soon complained of ennui 
in no measured terms. This greatly afflicted th<' hospi¬ 
table old Count, and after much reflection he devised a 
plan, which ho hoped would render the (hateau lt>ss 
wearisome to his volatile niece. The result of this plan 
was not, however, exactly such as he had anticipated. 

The cousins were seated together in the mltm, one 
flue morning in May. However incredible it may 
a]>iH'ai^ it is an attested fact, that not one word had 
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passed Ixitwppii tlu'm for full ten ininutps. At 
the Maniuise raised her licad from her embroidery, 
and, after a portentous yawn, exelaimed,— 

“ Grantt J)icu ! qwl ctrani/e silence I quc cel endrml 
esl trisle! Ne pensez votes jias, ma chcre, gue le del 
eUntmil a epeelipee illuslre chevalier la recompense de fen- 
vuejer a tuts jiietls 1" 

“ Au.v vitlres," roidlcd Kmilie, laiighinp,— mais geeoi! 
voire cnntu w finirail-il done tpe'ii Paspect d'nu nouveau 
Don Quichotte t Le compliment esl pluisant, en 
veritc /” 

“ Jit virus, iolie cmesine, pretendriez votes gue ma 
societc suffise a vos plaisirs ?—vous sottpirez, je le vuis 
Qu'il vienne ce preuz gue vous raUlez, et notes verrons 
laipeelle de nous dctejc lui fera I'ncneeil le plus empressL" 

“ Nmes eellons en juyer loul-u-riieure,” said the old 
Count, who had overheard part of the eonversation 
as ho hobbled into the room; “ Lefils iPtm anden ami 
notes fail esperer sa visile sur mon invitation,'’ 

“ Vraiment 1 mais e’est didn I" exelaimed the Mar¬ 
quise, letting fall her embroidery— pournons nous 
savoir iHou vietU cel ahnahle cavalier ?” 

“ 11 vknt du camp de Vausdetejc ;—vous le Irouverez 
enntahle en effet, paisgue, sans conmietre le plaisir epei 
I'altend aupris de votes, il vetel Men coresaerer d ten 
vwiUard le cotg/e epi'il vient eVohtenir de son regiment.” 

“ F,t comment s'etppele-t-U ce pahdinsn ?” 

“ IJenri De Jm Luzerne, le JUs du Due d’ Eperwig.” 

“ De La Luzerne !" repeated the Marquise ,* “ e’est 
didn !—nous sommes d'andens anas then, addressing 
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EmiUe,_“ 11 est adorable, ma chere, mate an pea 
wdage—A Paris,—en province, on raffole de lui : ei je 
prevois," (in a whisper), “ que ton comr ne resistera 
pas d son Emilio blushed, hut said nothing— 

her little heart was in a strange flutter of surjirise and 
curiosity; nor did her cousin’s comments diminish the 
sensation caused by this unexpected announcement. 

The appearance of this pink of cavaliers ere long 
enlivened the dulness of the Chateau ; and he was 
agreeably surprised at meeting his old acquaintance 
the Marquise, and her l)eautiful cousin, where he had 
merely anticipated a tiresome visit of ceremony to his 
father’s old friend. A passionate, though rather vola¬ 
tile admirer of women, he naturally preferred a sejour 
at the Chateau, to the wearisome duties of a camp 
during a period of peace; and took great pains to 
conciliate his host, with the intention of remaining as 
long as possible in such agreeable quarters. He listened 
attentively to his long stories, deferred to his opinions, 
was constant in his attendance at the evening parti 
aux echecs, (the Count’s favourite game,) and even went 
so far as to commence the pcnisal of Folard and 
Montecuculi, upon his recommendation. 

Our hero, it may well be believed, did not at the 
same time neglect the female part of the establish¬ 
ment ;—nor had he long been a guest at the Chateau, 
before Emilie’s grace and beauty l>egan to entangle his 
affections to a degree that astonished and even alarmed 
him ( inasmuch as, for many reasons, he unaffectedly 
dreaded committing marriage. In a very short time'. 
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his incmising admiration produced a lively contest 
between his judgment and his passion ; 'in which, as 
usually happens, the latter was finally victorious. 
But the triumph appeared purely gratuitous ; for the 
fair object of his passion (^Ttainly bestowed no external 
encoiu-agement upon it—on the contrary, she seemed 
afraid of his presence, and sank timidly from his 
advancta. This coldness in a petite beavXi de prtmnce 
picpied his vanity—he resolved twenty times to think 
of luu- uo more; and to that end, paid the must 
extravagant attentions to the Marquise. But it was 
impossible to escape thus from Emilie’s fascination; 
and his resolutions were only formed to be successively 
broken each time he found himself in her presence. 

The Marquise, habitually keen-sighted in matters 
of this nature, soon discovered that Emilic was far 
from feeling indifferent to De Ea Jiuzerne—she 
peneived that her heart was already lost, and that 
bashfulness and rustic timidity alone caused her appa¬ 
rent reserve—but as Emilie refused to part with her 
secret, she was too very a woman to refuse herself 
the pleasure of tormenting her for this want of con¬ 
fidence. Fortunately for poor Emilie, she had no 
inclination to become her rival; but tliis did not 
prevent her from seeming to receive the vicorate’s 
compliments as something more tender than the mere 
common-places of gallantry; and so well did she play 
her part, that her cousin was completely deceived, and 
De Ea Euzenie himself began to entertain the alarming 
suspicion, that she hud a design upon his heart. This 
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double misapprehension, and the ludicrous perplexity 
it occasioned, were, for some time, a source of continual 
merriment to the Marquise, until Emilic began to 
look so wretched, and Henri so impatient, that her 
good nature prevailed, and induced her to attempt an 
eclairmsement. 

This was, however, no easy task. She had rendered 
herself an object of fear and distrust to both parties. 
He La Luzerne avoided speaking of Emilic in her 
presence ; and, with the latter, she soon found that it 
would be impossible even to approacli the suliject, as 
long as she appeared in the light of a rivaL This 
impression, therefore, she attempted to remove in her 
next with Emilie. 

After sitting some time in silence, which Emilie 
appeared afraid, or unwilling to break, the Marquise 
said abruptly,— 

Jene mis ce que me prcoceiipe—Le Vieomle est Uen 
peu empressi — Qu'avex vam done fait de lui, oousine 

Emilie reddened to the very tips of her fingers; and 
replied hastily,— 

“ Jfcfoi ?— mus plaisantess. Marquise ;—que sais-je 
ce qu'H devientf—mais je dm k pltandre, sans doute, 
puisqu'ilme laiete prendre sa place aupres de vom." 

“ Je ®o!s, oousine, que vous aUex k prendre au tra- 
gique—k Vieomte serait peu Jlaitc de votre froideur—il se 
monfre assurement fort mal appris en tardant d se rummer 
votre esehtve. Pour moi, je dmnerai tout au monde qu'il 
se jett&t d VOS pkds —rien n'est si plaisamt qu'wte 
declaration t ‘ Belk Emilie !' vous dirail il, '•je me mews 
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a vns jneds /’_ wm to lameriex mminr — C'est vrament 

fart drole!—Ne pensez vnus pas, Mmilic, que Vattitude 
supplianle sierait a merveille avec to Vicomle ?” 

Poor Emilio could hardly utter a reply, and the tears 
started into her eyes, in spite of all her efforts at self- 
command ; 

“ De grace. Marquise, epargnex moi vos sarcasmes; 
et sortgex que, pour clre aimee du Vicomte, vous ne Petes 
pas mains de votre Emilie !" 

“ Ta te trompes, ma chire; De La Luzerne, je Passure, 
n'ent jamais pour moi d'avires sentimens qu'une amitie 
fondee sur P/uMlude et la gaiti de nos caracteres. II est 
voiage — sendllant—mais depuis quelque terns, je le trauve 
reveur, distrait—la cause de ce changemenl ne m'ichappe 
point—il t'aime, Emilie I il t'aime tendremetU !” With 
these words, the Marquise arose, kissed her cousin’s 
forehead, and left the ajiartment. 

No sooner was she out of sight, than Emilie, 
covering her face with her hands, fell back on the sofa, 
with her heart throbbing In a tumult of delightful 
surprise—“Could it really be?—The Marquise might 
have been sporting with her feelings;—might have been 
mistaken—and yet, she had said so positively. ‘Il t'aime /’ 
delightful words!’’ In any case, she had wronged her 
cousin, who was certainly the most generous, amiable 
creature breathing—and as for Henri—But I dare not 
attempt to pm^uc any further the course of her reveries 
upon this theme. I leave it to be completed by those 
ampng my fair readers who are un peu experimenties 
dans la heUe passion, 

^ On leaving Emilie, the Marquise crossed the hall, where 
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slie found De La Luzerne, pacing up and down, with a 
very distionsolato air. She did not stop, but smiling 
significantly as she passed him, siiid, “ £mUie m'a 
chassi- du salon, je vous cede une place que je ne puis pas ' 
eonserver,” and, without waiting for a reply, entered an 
opposite apartment. Henri, though suspicious of some 
mischief on the part of the Martjuise, resolved to avail 
himself of her hint that Emilie was alone in the salon. 
He entered, and was delighted to find the fair object of 
his sighs, rech’ning with her back turned to the door, so 
that she could not see who it was that entered; nor did 
she appear sensible of his approach, until a scries of 
dexterous glissades had placed him at her side. On 
hearing a step so near to her, she raised her eyes, and 
started in the prettiest confusion imaginable, upon ]>er- 
cciving De La Luzerne. She did not however attempt 
to run away. 

■ The Vicomte, nearly as much embarrassed as herself, 
leant upon the back of the canape, saying in a low voice, 

“ Je serais Men Jtatli, Madame, qu'une seule des pen- 
sees, dont je viens interrompre le cours, m'eut iti deslinee ! 
—Emilie blushed, and stammered, (of whom had she 
l)ecn thinking ?) 

‘‘Je . Je songeais d .” 

“ An cachemire que la Marquise vient de recermr de 
Paris r' 

“ Prerisenunt, — M. le Vicomte n'en frouve-t-il pas la 
nuance ravissante ?— j’ en suis jalause. 

“ Le gout de la Marquise est Voracle de tout Paris ;— 
mais vous, qui fugex nos regards, belle JSmilie, quel pent 
etre pour vous I’attrait de la parure ? 
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M. le Vicomte penae done que r an dut se parer pour 
lui seul I 

“Si do tela aoina iiaient importuns, onpourrait dumains 
reconiiAitre, d. I'eclat de la toilelte, dea sentimens sur lea quels 
lea femmes soni si discretes—une ruse trahirmt lea votres— 
que dis-je perceiving one in limilie’s bosom— '‘je 
raperfois! — Belle Emilie, puis-je prendre cette flour 
pour un heureux presage ? 

She replied hastily,— “1m Marquise m'en a fait 
present,—maia elle doit, sans doute, la regretter.” 

“Je vous entemls, eruelle t — qum I vous snupfonne- 
riex—aimer la Marquise 1—mai ?—vous m'eussiex rendu 
mille fois infldele 1" 

Vom pourriex I'elre," replied Emilie softly—The 
Vicomte answered, in the most earnest manner, 

“En me rendant coupahle, vous m'eussiex corrigi.; 
mais un caiur que I'amour n'cut pas mime cfllewre. pour, 
rail seul vous etre offert—je m puis conlenir I'aveu de ma 
tendresse—cluir/nante Emilie ! daigneriex vous en excuser 

I' avdace ? — dai/pieriez vous" . At this moment, 

our hero’s rhetoric was unfortunately cut short by the 
entrance of the Marquise, leaning upon the old Cotmt; 
and Emilie, much agitated, w'as glad of an opportunity 
of retiring to her own chamber. 

The consciousness that she was beloved by De La 
Luzerne soon restored Emilie’s high spirits—^yct she 
still kept her lover at a distance, and avoided all par¬ 
ticular interviews, in' spite of the stratagems which ho 
employed to procure one. This coyness was partly 
caused by the spirit of coquetry, from which no woman 
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is exfimpt; and partly hy tlie delicate shjTicss of a first 
love, which shrinks from the accents it longs most to 
hear. The Vicomte, however, who had been sadly 
mortified by the Marqnise’s interruption of his the a tUte 
with Emilic, was still more so by the unwillingness of 
the latter to grant him a second. He knew not what 
soft thoughts of him were nestling in her very “heart 
of hearts”—^he could not, or tmild not derive any conso¬ 
lation from the tender little eeillades, which were now 
and then cast upon him, from the sweetest bide eyes in 
all Normandy—no—he was dying, (as he said to him¬ 
self,) to throw himself at Emilie's feet; and as slic 
provokingly refused him the opportunity of so doing, ho 
concluded that she hated him. Precious reasoning! 
for which, however, he must he pardoned,—for he was 
desperately in love ! 

This was a fine spectacle for Madame la Marquise, 
who coolly looked on and suffered lex uffuirex tPaller 
letir train. The old Count, all this while, saw nothing 
of the l>ye-play. He was rather deaf, and so lost the 
greater part of what was said;—and weak-sighted, so 
that a host of significant glances, from different quarters, 
escaped him.—Every thing seemed going on well—Hjs 
Emilie was gay and lovely as ever —Madame xa niece 
seemed to have forgotten her weariness—and the 
Vicomte still lent an attentive ear to his long stories, 
and suffered himself to he beaten every evening at chess 
-—Que danandrait-m de mieux t 

The Summer had nearly passed away in this manner, 
when an event occurred to change materially the posture 
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of affairs at the chateau. Our hero, on returning to h» 
chamber one evening, found upon his dressing table a 
letter from the* Colonel of his regiment, informing him 
that his cmgi had expired ; and ordering him to return 
to the camp before a fixed day.—This was must astound¬ 
ing intelligence; so completely had he been engrossed 
with other cares, tliat the thought of his departure had 
never once occtirred to him; and now he found that, to 
arrive at Vaussi(mx at the appointed time, it would be 
necessary for him to quit the chateau early on the 
following morning ! It was terrrible to think of depart¬ 
ing in such haste; with barely time to bid adieu to 
Emilie, and still uncertain of her affections. Ho must 
terminate his doubts before he could leave her—but 
how ?—A variety of plans were successively entertained, 
and rejected ;—^at length, he resolved, in a sort of despe¬ 
ration, to throw himself upon the Marquise’s generosity; 
to impart to her his doubts and his wishes; and endea¬ 
vour to obtain her md in procuring him an interview 
with Emilie. This seemed unpromising enough; but 
it was the best measure which his emergency admitted 
of. 

After a sleepless night, employed in the painful pre¬ 
parations for his journey, he descended to take leave of 
the family. The Count was still in his dressing-room; 
thither he first repaired, and bid him a hasty farewell; 
urging the orders of his Colonel as the cause of so 
sudden a departure. The old soldier parted with him in 
^e true ancient fashion,—with a hearty embitux, and 
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a profusion of good wishes. After leaving the Count, 
Henri proceeded to the anti chamber, from which 
Emilie's boudoir opened, uncertain how to procure an 
audience at this early hour; when, after waiting there 
for a few moments, the entrance of the Marquise decided 
the course he was to pursue. She was in extravagant 
spirits, and surpassingly gay dress; the term of her 
mourning had expired on the previous day, and she 
had lost no time in casting off its external trappings. 
Besides, she was shortly returning to dear Paris; and 
this prospect rendered her even more than usually 
vivacious. She gaily returned De la Luzerne’s saluta¬ 
tion ; and then, observing his pale and anxious counte¬ 
nance, exclaimed, 

“Jlfon Dim! gu’avez vom done, Vieomte? auriez 
vous mal passe la nuitf—vms est-il appam quelque 
spectre $ — Mats, que pensez vous de ma mise; n'est elle 
pas charmante ! 

“ Vous Petes ioujmrs — mais—votre cousine, est-elle 
levied 

“ Vraiment, vmld une response assez bizarre !—vous 
voulez savoir si Mmilie est levee ?—elle P est depuis une 
demi-heure ; je viens la quitter. Mais qu'est ee qui vous 
presse de la voir si matin ?” 

^‘Cest que je pars i Pinstant;—je viens de reeevoir 
Pordre de me rendre a Vaussieux." 

“ Ah !—c'est la ee qui votts attriste ! Votre galanterie 
a, je crow, profiti de Pair de la campagne:—mais souvenez 
vous, qu' un preux est toujowrs pret d obeir, quand le 
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licf’oir el Phomienr ordmment. Tenea, je vous eorisHlue 
mmi c/temlier” (liiniling a gay ribbon oji his arm), 
“ soj/ez licureux el vaillanf /” 

De la Luzerne bowed, tried to smile, and led the 
Marquise to a scat, placing himself at her side: 

“ Oserais-je, nut chere Marquise, vous demander urte 
faveur avaict man depart !—daignez m' eceiUer serieuse- 
ment pour un imtant. 

“ Bon ! —je serai aussi sirieuse que M. L'Abbe ; 
quelle est done cette affaire imqxrrtanie ? 

“ Mon ea-isteiwe depetul de son suoocs,—et je m'addresse 
h vous, persuade, que votre obliyeanee ne me refusera pas 
son apjiui.” 

Tlio Marquise smiled archly, for she knew what was 
coming; and listened, with a droll air of gravity, while 
our hero detailed his love and bis uncertainty; Iiegged 
her to say if she knew the state of Emilic’s feelings 
towards him; and implored her assistance in procuring 
an interview before he left the chateau. As soon as he 
had concluded, the Marquise, with a well assumed air 
of anger, exclaimed, 

“ El cmnnie^ osez vous done, petit tr&itre, m'entreterdr 
de votre amour pour une autre damet n'est ce pas num- 
strueux ? je suis prite a vous de/endre de me revoir 
jamais, pour vous ajtprendre a manquer pareiUement aux 
bienseances I 

Pardonnez, ma ehire Marquise, et soyez serieuse 
pour un moment, je vous supplie I Songez que je pars 
lout-ii fheure, peut-etre suns revoir Emilie,—je partirai 
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aam espoir, si votre bonte ne me tire du plus cruel em- 
harras." 

“ Serieuse, dites vous?—en virite je eiiis serieusement 
offensee conire votis, pour m'entretenir des regrets (lent tiui 
cousine est I'objet — je m'attendais d vous trmver plus 
aimahle." 

“Je sois eomhien vous I'ites: — vous excuserez ma 
franchise, en vogant cmnliien je souffre efe grace, dites 
moi, au mains, Emilic m' ainie-t-ellc, ou non 

“ iWais t!Ous devenez tout-d-fait insupportable ! Vous 
feriez mieux de demander celd d Ermlie elle-mime," 

“ Elle m'a toujimrs refitsc I’ occasion de le faire. Peut- 
itre ne me I'accordera-t-elle pas avanl men depart—je 
skIs persuade que vous connaissez le foiul de sa pensee — 
ne me laissez done partir dam cette cruelle incertitude ! 
Seriez vous devenue moim compatissante que vous n'ites 
belle r’ 

“ Fi done said the Marquise, tapping him gaily on 
the lips with her fan, “ Comment qsez vims done me faire 
des compliments, apres les propos que vous m'avez tenus ? 
crest par trop de faire la cour d deux dames d la fois 1" 
l)e la Luzerne did not hear this reply; for at that 
moment, the door of Emilie’s boudoir, which had been 
half opened a miaate before, was suddenly closed; 
but not before «omething between a sigh and a sob 
caught the ear of the Marquise, who arose, saying, 
“ Adieu, man amoureux, votis feriez mieux dire tautes ces 
belles choses Id d Ermlie, — peut-ctre en a-l-eUe dejd en- 
tendu la plupart. Auplaisir! rums rums reverronsbientdt 
d Paris!" 
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Poor Emilie had indeed over-heard part of the con¬ 
versation ; — how much unnecessary snaring would 
she have escajaid, liad she heard more, or not heard 
at all! She Ltd been singing to her guitar some airs 
which she had just received from Paris—they had been 
recommended to her by Henri, and as sbe warbled 
them to herself, in the gaiety of her heart, it was to 
him that her thoughts fondly turned. She ceased to 
sing when she heard in the antichamb<‘r the voice of 
He La Luzerne, and the laughing tones of the Marquise. 
Her iirst impulse was to join them; but an undefinable 
feeling made her pause for a moment, and the longer 
she hesitated, the more powerful it became. Twice^r 
thrice, she proceeded to the door, and as often drew 
back again—why, she could not explain to herself. As 
He La Luzerne’s voice became distinct in entreaty, its 
tone struck her, and excited a feeling of anxious ctiriosity 
to learn the subject of his eager conversation with her 
cousin. He continued—and she could not avoid hearing 
the increasing earnestness of his accent, which at once 
suggested a fear that made her check tuni pale—“Could 
he be making love to her cousin She rejected the 
suspicion as unworthy of him; hut still, her situation 
became embarrassing—she could not bear to remain an 
involuntary listener to a conversation which, possibly, 
was not intended for her ears—this idea conquered her 
indecision,—she proceeded to the door, half opened it— 
and instantly drew back, shocked, and wounded to the 
heart! She had_ heard He La Luzerne’s words “ Seriex 
fous devenue nrntis compatismnte gue vout n’ttoi belle ?’’ 
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—the imploring tone in which they were uttered left no 
doubt as to .their meaning! For a moment she stood, 
pale, and nearly breathless—^unable to retire or advance 
—with one hand still upon the lock of the door, the 
other slightly extended, and motionless—her head un¬ 
consciously inclined forward, in the attitude of agonized 
attention—During this moment, she heard the laughing 
Fi done!” of her cousin, and the sound of her fan 
upon 6e La Luzerne’s lips, which her excited imagina¬ 
tion represented as a kiss ! It was then certain—^licr 
fears were but too well founded—and Henri was false !— 
She had barely stiffieieut strength to close the door; her 
heart was swelling over—she flew into a cahittet within 
thf Imudoir, locked herself in, and sank upon a couch, 
in the feebleness of intense agony. At first, indignation, 
and burning scorn of the unworthiness of him, on whom 
she had wasted her whole love, closed up the fountain of 
her tears, and choked her breath; so that her poor little 
oppressed heart must have burst, if these feelings had 
not soon yielded to the softness of her nature. She 
buried her face in her white hands, and was relieved by 
shedding a flood of bitter tears such as eyes like her’s 
alone can shed. At length exhausted Nature could bear 
no mon^, and she sank to sleep, like an infant that sobs 
itself to rest uponits nurse’s bosom. 

Long before :^e awoke, De La Luzerne had left the 
chateau; fervonis difficili Ule, as the poet expresses it. 
He had mn to the door of Emilie’s boudoir, a moment 
after it was closed ; soliciting, in the most urgent terms, 
to be allowed to speak with her, if but for an instant. 
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Unfortunately, ho was not heard. For some time, he 
reiterated his supplications—^no answer w&s returned— 
and as he bclifved that Emilie tvas still in the boudoir, 
he concluded that his entreaties must l>e displeasing to 
her, as she had not vouchsafed even to reply to them. 
This wounded him to the quick;—he turned from the 
door in bitterness of spirit; and hastily descending to 
the court-yard, he rode off at a furious speed; as if he 
hu])ed to escape, by rapidity of motion, from the stings 
of galled pride and disapjKnnted passion. 

Madame La Marquise waited, with considerable impa¬ 
tience, to learn the result of the interview between 
Emilie and her lover; whom she had amused hersdf 
with tormenting, in the certainty that his doubts would 
soon l>c terminated by Emilie’s confession. After some 
time had ela]>sed, she learnt that he had departed in 
violent haste, and she began to fear that some unlucky 
contretems had occurred. On gaining admittance to her 
cousin’s apartment, she was greatly shocked to see the 
pitiable state in which the poor girl was lying.—One 
word, ‘'■perfide !” sufficed to disclose to her the cause of 
all this suffering, for which she partly blamed her own 
folly; and eager to repair it, she insisted upon unde, 
ceiving Emilie, in spite of the latter’s imwillingness to 
listen to any thing connected with the name of De La 
Luzerne. 

MTiat tumultuous and conflicting sensations did this 
disclosure excite in Emilie’s bosom! At first, unmixed 
jpy prevailed; Imt it soon yielded to the sorrowful re- 
flection, that the discovery had been made too late! 
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Henri had' departed, under the impression that she had 
treated him'with coldness and scorn;—^he might never 
learn how great had been his mistake i how fondly ho 
was beloved!—A mere misapprehension—an accident— 
the thoughtlessness of her cousin, had separated them 
—^perhaps for ever! 

The Marquise jU Vimpombile to calm her afflicted 
spirit—assuring her, that she should certainly meet 
Henri at Paris; and that she winild seize the first oppor¬ 
tunity of undeceiving him. With this promise, poor 
Emilie was compelled to content herself. In a few days, 
the Marqi^se left Chateau Vaugirard for the capital. 

De La Luzerne had been there before her; and was 
gone—nolxidy could tell whither.—He had left his regi- 
ment, passed a few days in Paris, and departed from 
thence, without communicating his route to any of his 
friends. This intelligence, sad and heavy as it was, 
was all that the Marquise could proinme for poor Emilio, 
who had unconsciously buoyed herself up with hopes of 
her cousin's promised intervention. As soon as this 
disheartening news arrived, she perceived how much 
she had depended upon it—she felt as if her last stay 
were gone, and fell into a deep melancholy, which soon 
dimmed the light of her eye, and stole the roses from 
her cheek. 

A year wore away in the suspense of “hope deferred,” 
which did not fail to produce its heart-sickening effect 
upon so delicate a victim. The old Count at last observed 
the sad change which had taken place in liis once radiant 
child; without, however, suspecting its cause: and it 
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was no small aggravation of Emilie’s suflMngs, that 
she was compelled to endure the visits St a prosing 
village Doctor, whom her father insisted upon calling 
in. The Esculapiiis of Falaise prescribed one medicine 
after another (none of which Gmilie took) without, of 
course, producing any amendment in the health of his 
patient j until, fearful of proceeding further, he gravely 
shook his empty head, pronouncing her disease beyond 
the cure of art. In reward for this piece of unwelcome 
intelligence, he was kicked down stairs by the choleric 
old soldier, who would not admit the idea of his daughter 
being incurable. He insisted that the doctor was no 
better than an ass; and instantly resolved upon taking 
Emilic to Paris, in order to l>e magnetized by the cele¬ 
brated Mestner, whose reputation, at that time, filled all 
France. Emilie willingly acceded to the proposal—not 
of being magnetized, for that she internally resolved 
not to submit to,—^liut of visiting Paris, where a lurking 
hope still whispered, that she might possibly meet De 
liB Ltizernc. 

In a few days, the Count and his daughter were 
established in the Rue Richelieu, where they wore 
immediately visited by the Marquise. Under her chape- 
rmmage, Emilie visited the public places, and was<intro- 
duced to the brilliant society of the salons; while the 
C^unt soon formed a little cliqtte of veterans, with whom 
he enjoyed himself in fighting over his early campaigns. 
The exciting novelty of every object which presented 
itself to Emilie’s eyes, prodiu*d a temporary improve¬ 
ment in her spirits; and she succeeded, upon the 
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streiijfth tl\groof, in persuading papa to defer the threat¬ 
ened magnetization. She was, liowever, destined to he 
electrified; though not by Mesmer’s empirical process. 

One evening, about a month after her arrival in 
Paris, she accompanied the Marquise to the Franqais, 
to witness the representation of Brutm then in the 
zenith of its popularity. About the middle of the per¬ 
formance, her attention was suddenly diverted from 
the scene to a side box, into which a young man in 
a military undress, with a gold medal suspended from 
his neck, iiad just entered. A single glance told her 
that it was Henri! -7- but that one glance was too 
much for T&er delicate frame;—she turned ashy pale, 
gasped for breath, and leant, half fainting, upon her 
cousin, totally unable to reply to the anxious impiiry, 
“ if she were ill ?” The Marquise, greatly alarmed, 
conducted her, with difficulty, out of the theatre, and 
calling her servants, supported her trembling charge 
into the carriage; which she was herself upon the point 
of entering, when her hand was seized by some one 
behind her, and turning round, she was accosted, 
in accents of the most eager anxiety, by a well-known 
voice. It was our hero, who had recognized Emilie, 
just as she was leaving the theatre. The Marquise was 
now at no loss to account for her cousin’s sudden faint¬ 
ing-fit, which, she assured the Vicomte, “ n'avait ricn 
de dangerevM,” and, entering her carriage, she gave him 
her address, requesting that he would call upon her on 
the mo*ww. 

A few words will conclude the story. Henri visited 
the Marquise early on the following morning, and 
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received from lier the delightful intelligence vAich cir. 
cumstances had long withheld from him. He briefly 
related, that, upon his return to the eamp, his feelings, 
'in spite of his pride, became insupportable, and that de- 
siroiis oflosing the sense of disappointment in exertion, ho 
had obtained permission from the Court, to embark for 
America with the secret expedition under the Duke de 
Langeron.—He had fought in several actions—had 
been severely wounded, and had returned to France, at 
the expiration of the campaign, with the medal of Cin- 
cinnatiis, and a determination to make one more effort 
to win Emilie,—to whom he entreated the Marquise to 
conduct him immediately. 

It may be supposed that the mcetii)g between our 
lovers was one of exquisite pleasure on both sides. The 
description of such scenes is necessarily tame and imper.. 
feet, so that I will not attempt to relate what passed 
upon this occasion. My readers may, however, be 
gratified to learn that, about a month afterwards, very 
sublime nuptials were cclebratted in Notre Dame, between 
De La Luzerne and our fair Emilie—the Marquise 
giving away the bride, in the presence of a brilliant 
assemblage of msistans. 

I will not pursue the history further. I have already 
trespassed too long upon the patience of my readers;— 
but such is the charm of early recollections, and the 
g.'irrulity of age, 'that a recital, which I had intended 
should occupy twenty lines, has unconsciously extended 
itsejjf over as many pages.—For this I can only say to 
my readers, IgnmUe et vaJete ! 

T 


Ahhand de St. Bbmc. 
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His hour is come ! he breathes his last, 
His darkening glance on heavto is cast, 
The sign of death is on his brow, 

His heart has done with earthly woe ; 
The father, husband, friend, is gone, 

His spirit stands before the throne ! 

And thou who, bending o’er his head. 
Those drops of misery dost shed. 

Who looking round thy silent room, 
Feel’st in thy heart a tenfold gloom,— 
Thou thing of love and agony. 

What hope has earth for thine and thee ? 

And she has seen him borne away. 

And seen the clay returned to clay, 

Dust given to dust I—and heard the sound 
Strike through her bosom like a wound. 
And felt, beside his burial stone. 

What ’tis to be on earth—alone ! 

Yet still Ifce world has bitter ties, 

Her babe-upon her bosom lies : 

And shall we leave it to its fate ? 

Come, comfort ye the desolate; 

Know triflers, know, your slightest toy 
Hight make her tears the tears of joy. 
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The meanest gem in Beauty’s hair 
Might raise her spirit from despair; 

The cnmbs, that from your tables fall, 

Might, K her heart, be all in all; 

But know, ye rich, ye proud, ye gay. 

The God, who gives, can take away ! 

Oh ! Thou, who sit’st the stars above. 

Whose nature, and whose name, is love— 
Thou, who for man did’st not disdain 
The life of toil, the death of pain,— 

Teach us to live, and love, like thee. 

King, Saviour, God of Ghahitt 1 

C. G, 


dTanionet. 

Cak 1 love thee ?—^thou art fair; 

And thy voice is music’s breath ; 
But thy smiles, like flowers that blow 
On the Polar summer’s snow. 

Hide but the frost beneath! 

Can I love thee ?—thou art bright; 

But the fire thy charms impart, 
Like the dazzling rays that pass 
Through the sage’s sun-lit glass. 
Warm not thy own cold heart! 


V 



m 
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Beautiful Fane ! amid the solitude 
Lifting thy fonu on high, to memory’s gaze 
Thou riscst now, as when in other years, 

A wanderer on the mountains, I beheld 
The quiet nook where thou art half eoncoal’d 
’Mid the deep hush of woods: beliind thee tower 
TJie everlasting hills, and at thy feet 
The brook wakes its wild music, gurgling on 
To the clear Lake. Around thee, teauteous Fane! 
Arc flung the spells of Poesy; and names. 

Immortal names, are linked with thine. The Bard,* 
To whose enchanted vision Nature’s self 
Hath bared her mysteries; he, whose thrilling harp, 
With its deep tones of passion and of truth. 

Hath won our spirit’s homage, near thee makes 
His dwelling place.—But holier channs than these 
Are jbured upon thee, for thou art the shrine 
Of the Most High, and from thy sanctuary. 

In its iintij^d notes, the sabbath hymn 
Steals forth to heaven: whilst on the shepherd’s heart 
Descend calm influences, and precious thoughts, 

And glorious consolations. 


• WorcUwortli. 
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Ever stand, 

Reantiful Temple! flinging to the vale. 

And round the silent bills, and o’er the lake, 

Thos<? chimA that call the simple villager 
Within thy ^omas to worship. At those sounds. 
The village matron shall ri^eall the hour 
When her pure faith was pledged before thy shrine; 
And aged men shall gaze on thee, and talk 
Of those that sleep around thee the ctdd sleep 
Which yet shall know a waking. 

Fare thee well 1— 

I summon thee from Memory’s inmost hatints, 
AVhere thou art treasured ; and upon mine ey<! 
Arise the breezy woods, the pastoral hills. 

The lake with its calm waters, and the skies, 

The summer skies, that make thee l>cautiful. 

These recollections fade, hut thou shalt still. 

As centuries roll away, have power to charm : 

Ijong shall thy walls rejH'at the simple lay 
Of gratitude : and Christian faith, and hope 
Gladden the spirit of each worshipper, 

Wlio in his humbleness shall seek thy gates, 

And thro’ them tread tlu' path that leads to heaven. 
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O’eh billows ilark with thrcatoii ng clouds, 
lily bark is bounding fast and free ; 

While every blast that strains her shrouds 
But bears me farther, love, from thee ! 

I gaze in silence on the sea, 

M'hieh parts me from the lessening coast,— 

And muse on all I ho|)cd to be— 

On all I loved—on all I’ve lost! 

y et though I Ciilmly seem to bear 

The thoughts that o’er my memory sweep,. 

The tearless stillness of despair 

Hus woes unknown to those that weep. 

And when the heart is pierced too deep 
No outward scar its suffering tells, 

But still the pangs that never sleep 
Are struggling in its inmost cells ! 

I do not blame thee, that my prayer 
M^as vainly pour’d before thy shrine;— 

Thou wert too bright, too pure, too fair. 

To bow thy ear to vows like mine. 

Nor shalt thou learn that I resign. 

With thee, my golden dreams of bliss— 

Tohwve even sought such love «« thine, 
Intipiret a nobler part than this. 
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Thy gentle breast shall never know 

What conflicts mine was doomed to feel; 
Thou slialt not grieve to mark the woe 
Thy beauty caused, but cannot heal 
And tliouWi the wounil I still conceal 
Way wear me to the earth, my pride 
Disdains fr<im Pity’s ey<? to stejil 

One sorrowing tear, to Dov«; denied. 


Farewell I the bitterest hour is )>a8t;— 
Though still its memory racks my brain-~ 
One sigh for England ! ’tis my last; 

I ne’er shall climb her hills again. 

Nor he<»d I wdicre the uncertain main 
May cast me on some foreign shore 
What boots it where ho drags his chain, 
Who only longs to feel no more ? 


Vivian. 
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On a lovely evoiiiiff, early in June 1 (144, a solitary 
wanderer was seen traversing a high sandy ridge, 
near to, and commanding a view of, the sea ettast. He 
proceeded slowly; and at length resting on his stuff, he 
contemplated witli intense interest the scene which lay 
before him. And it was a scene on which a traveller’s 
eye might well rest. It was indeed, in some resjiecls, 
bleak; for the high land 1 have mentioned, extending 
for some distance to the, right and left, inclined its dim 
irregular surface towards tlie water’s edge, unadorned 
by one straggling patch of verdure. At its liase, on the 
one side, a flat sandy beach stretched as far as tire eye 
could follow ; on the other, lay a broad tract of marshy 
land. On the most elevated part of the ridge stoinf a 
lonely watch-tower or beacon; and below the stranger, 
—almost under his feet,—a small fortified town, with its 
rude walls and ancient castle, IcMiked yet more gloomy 
from the deep shadow in which it lay obscured. But 
whatever might bo the defects of the foreground of the 
picture, they were amply redeemed by the distance, 
where a broad, noble river poured its full tribute to the 
sea; the whole magnificent expanse giving back the 
splendour of the evening sun, in one unbroken sheet of 
daz/.ling glory! The town was situated on its banks 
about three miles from tlic embouchure i on the opposite 
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side, and commanding the entrance of the channel, 
three or four vessels rode at anchor, under a long, low 
rock, or rather point of land, which jutted out far into 
the water,—^thatips of their taiK?r masts just gilded by 
the yellow light which streamed in full radiance over 
the open sea beyond. Far away to the south-west, a 
range of blue hills bounded the cloudless horizon, until 
their aerial tints were blended with the surrounding sky. 

The individual who gazed on the prospect which I 
have attempted to describe, was a man of slight figure, 
below the middle height, whose black silk skull-cap, 
Geneva cloak, and band, distinguished him, at once, as 
a Puritan and a preacher. Full seventy summers had 
withered his pallid cheek, and blanched his thin hairs; 
but the fire whicdi burned brightly in his small dear 
blue eye, boro witness to a spirit unquenched by age, 
and unsubdued by suffering. His wasted features were 
proirincnt, strongly marked, and expressive; but their 
prevailing cast was mild and melancholy.—^And such 
was his character. With firm faith, undaunted cou¬ 
rage, and untired zeal—but with little of the stem 
bigotry which characterized his contemporaries—Heze- 
kiah Standfast had spoken his message throughout the 
stormy period which preceded the downfal of the unfor¬ 
tunate Charles the First. He was among the first who 
had preached the Presbyterian doctrines in England : 
he had braved danger—rejoiced in privation—and borpe 
up under imprisonment;—one prayer, alone, for himself, 
;;s('ended with his daily orisons—one hope sustained 
i.im;—and far spent as his sands now were, ho still 



214 


A PASSAQE 01' THE CIVIL WAR8. 


dang to it with the sanguine eagerness of youth—^that 
he might see tlie good cause triumph—and then die !— 

At the present moment, his faded countenance 
glowed with exultation, as ho beheld the flag of 
the Parliament float proudly on the evening breeze 
from the tower of the Castle below ;—and, folding 
his hands, he looked ujiwards, as in silent thanks¬ 
giving. 

His meditations were, ere long, interrupted by the 
distant trampling of horse :—he looked round, but 
could only observe a dense doud of dust; which, 
while it totally enveloped those who approached, told 
an appalling tale of their numliers. 

In the dreadful hour of dvil discord, “ the traveller,” 
to borrow an Eastern proverb, “ rarely meets a 
friend —the strong are prepared to combat,—the 
feeble, to fly ;—and the preacher gazed anxiously 
around him, to discover some means of escape. To 
effect this by mere bodily activity, he well knew was 
impossible. It might have been achieved by scrambling 
down the broken side of the hiU, and making straight 
for the town. But while he yet looked upon the 
difficulties of the steep, rugged ground, the time for 
flight was past. A shout, ctnnmanding him to halt, 
informed him th^he had been discovered by the party 
of horsemen; the foremost riders of which wore now 
within a hundred yards of the spot where he stood. 
As they approached, he perceived that his worst fears 
were justified ;—they were cavaliers; and, as far as 
he could judge, in considerable numbers but the 
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main body halted on the brow of the hill, while a 
small troop, which rodo a little in advance, spurred 
towards him. 

The riders appeared by their dresses to be oiRcers, 
or men of high rank. The few troopers who attended 
them were well equipped and mounted: and some there 
were, of unusual stature, whose foreign uniforms, and 
golden hair, belonged to the shores of the Rhine. But 
the oflScer, who rode in the centre of this little group, 
was a Rgure so remarkable and commanding as to rivet 
the attention on himself alone. Less in size than his 
colossal body-guard, and in form graceful, though 
athletic, he was, nevertheless, much taller than the 
English cavaliers by whom he was surrounded. A 
quantity of light brown hair escaped from under his 
helmet, fell on his shoulders, and clustered round his 
drooping feather. His fair, open countenance, and full 
blue eye, bespoke his Teutonic origin; and were ex¬ 
pressive of pride, courage, and that reckless gaiety, 
which is the distinguishing characteristic of the soldier 
by profession. He wore a steel breast-plate and bufiF 
coat: at his side hung a long Spanish sword ; he had 
pistols at his saddle-bow, and in his belt he carried a 
short poniard or dagger. The rest of his equipment 
was in the picturesque fashion of the time, but covered 
with dust and foam from plume to spur; and the jaded 
chargers, and travel-soiled housings both of himself 
and his little band of followers, proved that they had 
tyade a long and rapid march. 

' As they approached, two of the troopers, at a sign 
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from their leader, dismounted; and leaving their horses 
in the care of tlicir comrades, sprang forward and seized 
the preacher. Resistance was worse than useless.— 
Standfast knew this, and sul>mitted tohisfate in silence. 
Meanwhile, the cavalier, drawing up, .bestowed a long 
and earnest gaze on the scene, which the preacher had 
regarded with feeh'ngs so different, a moment before. 

“ This then,” he at length exclaimed, “is Leverpole! 
and fair enough she looks from hence, with the goodly 
river beyond. She is well fortified too, I doubt me not, 

_and hath the vantage of her sea defences. But,” 

after a moments pause, “ we have here a brave position 
for our battering train, and will surely destroy this 
crow’s nest of roundheads in two days, at farthest.— 
Forward, cavaliers!—we must even seek quarters for 
the night,” then, turning to one of the soldiers who 
held the prisoner in durance; “ Look well to yon 
preacher, Baldwin;—a spy, I warrant me,—his trade 
have ever been such—I will examine him ere I sleep.” 
Standfast was hastily secured on horseback, before one 
of the troopers; and the party proceeded with the main 
body, which had halted at a little distance. 

After a short consultation between the Prince, (for 
the commander was no less) and the officers of his staff, 
the army made preparations for encamping around the 
beacon; while Rupert himself advanced a little to the 
south-west, where a small low farm house stood, under 
the shade of a few elm trees, upon the brow of the 
acclivity. This'house had already been selected for his 
MM^Olipadation, and his followers were soon busied hi 
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making such internal arrangements for his comfort as 
tho place allowed. The baggage and artillery of the 
army, with their usual accompaniment of rabble, began 
now to arrive ;—the air rang with martial sounds, and 
boisterous mirth; and the scene, late so pladd and 
silent, was instinct with life, and with preparation for 
the work of death_ 

Another evening, calm and lovely as the former, 
sank down on that sandy hill, castled town, and broad 
river. But a month had passed away, and the aspect 
of the landscape was somewhat changed. The face 
of the hill was white with tents ; at its foot deep 
trenches had been cut ; and batteries erected, thickly 
planted with cannon. The surface of the ground 
was broken up by the feet of horses and the deep ruts 
of the heavy artillery. The town lay dark and still 
as before; but, though its fortifications had hitherto 
resisted all attacks, they were pierced with cannon 
balls, and scorched with the black traces of fire. 

Evening had, as heretofore, 8us])ended the operations 
of the besiegers; and their leader rested at the door 
of his cottage shelter. He, too, had undergone a 
change. The natural gaiety of his countenance had 
given place to an expression of extreme anxiety and 
perplexity. Provoked and disappointed by the ob- 
stinate resistance of the town; and harassed, at the 
same time, by repeated and impatient letters from the 
King, urging him to proceed to York, Rupert felt 
Ilia inactivity befoie Leverpole intolerably irksome. 

H 
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As a warrior, and a Prince, he spumed the idea 
of u retreat; yet the certainty tlmt his presence was 
much needed elsewhere irritated him beyond endu¬ 
rance. He now gazed on the scene liefore him ; 
trying to school his proud spirit into yielding to the 
exigency of the time, and abandoning the enterprke. 
At his side, watching every turn of his countenance, 
stood Hezekiah Standfast; who was still his prisoner, 
and whom he kept at his quarters, partly for security, 
and partly from kindness to the old man, who had 
won the Prince’s regard, in . spite of the earnestness 
with which he, from time to time, declaimed against 
the errors of prelacy. Soldiers were standing in de¬ 
tached groups at the entrance of their tents; or lay 
basking in the rays of the setting sun ; and, at some 
distance, the centiuels, who had mounted guard for 
the night in the trenches, might be observed pacing 
slowly to and fro. 

The Prince looked long and earnestly on the town 
and its fortiftrations. At last, starting from his 
reverie, he exclaimed, “ A crow’s nest !—it were 
Iwtter called a nest of eagles, or a don of lions! 
Yet svill we try it one day longer. The ramparts 
of defence are sorely maltreated ;—they cannot much 
longer abide the shooting of our great guns.”— 
“ Pelnde not 4hysclf, great Prince,” interrupted the 
prea(!her, “ by supposing that they will yield, while 
one stone of that castle remains ui»on another. 
Ntudiers may overpower them—^famine may subdue 
ttieml^Mtnt fear, never ! If thoir walls be cast do'.m, 
they will flee iiiHi their strung hold, and defend it 
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with their lives. More looketh not back when his 
hand is to the plough—^he doctli not the Lord’s work 
negligently!” 

As Standfast spoke, he east his eyes triumphantly on 
the tower, from whence the banner of the Parliament 
displayed its heavy folds to the breeze. But his atten¬ 
tion was insensildy attracted to the open sea Iwyond, 
now “ filled with the face of Heaven—and the uncer¬ 
tain chances of battle, or the triumph of victory,— 
nay, even the recollection of his own dubious situation, 
were swallowed up in the contemplation of that Being 
whose grandeur was but fiiintly imaged by the wide 
waters liefore him? and who had promised that 
the righteous should shine forth” even as tlie glory 
of that i>right sun ; which looked yet more resplendent, 
the nearer it approached its temporary extinction in 
the waves! “ Such,” he silently ejaculated, “ O 

leader of thy faithful and chosen,—such be my fate 1 
Not in clouds and darkness, but in the moment of 
hope and sunshine, take me to thyself!” 

At this moment, he observed something unusual in 
the position of the shipping at the mouth of the river; 
but, as the vessels lay in the shadow of the promontory, 
he could not immediately discern the nature of their 
movements. A few minutes, however, convinced him 
that they were loosing their sails, and standing out into 
the middle of the stream. Standfast rubbed his eyes— 
How could this be ? The vessels had been stationed to 
<lpfend the entrance of the channel—their commander 
\^as inrhlose communication with General More,—and 
yet he was leaving his post—at a moment when his 
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presence was more than ever necessary ! Could no 
warning be given— no intelligence conveyed—to pre¬ 
vent the fatal folly of such a proceeding ? He looked 
towards the Prince ; but Rupert was too deeply en¬ 
gaged, with his own painful reflections, to observe 
either his prisoner’s uneasiness, or its cause. Slowly— 
one by one—the gallant ships emerged from shadow 
into the glorious line of light which traversed the 
middle of the channel; and as soon as the lai^est 
vessel had gained the mouth of the river, she hove to, 
and hoisted a signal at the mast-head. Standfast 
could not discover whether it was answered from the 
town, or not ; but while he continued straining his 
eyes to watch the motions of the admiral’s ship, he 
imagined—though surely it must be ” a delusion of 
the adversary”—that he saw her boarded by a boat, 
which must have come from the town. He even 
fancied he could discern that it was a long-boat, of 
considerable size, and crowded with men. In a few 
minutes, another and another were seen descending 
the river, and bending their course apparently towards 
the vessels at its month. 

The Prince had been entirely absorbed by his me¬ 
ditations for an unusual time—but he was a soldier;— 
and, as such, habituated to acute observation. A 
glance towards the river awakened him from his ab. 
straction ; and his experienced eye at once interpreted 
the appearances which had so disturbed the good 
Hezekiah. He called to his attendants in the loud, 
quilMpocents of hope and joy—“ To horse ! tiV'horSfe’, 
gallai|.MFaliers,—and upon them ! More is flying— 
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the town is ours I” In a moment he was surronndeii 
hy his guards and the officers of his staff. He dispatched 
messengers to the others, commanding them to mount 
speedily and in silence, and prepare for an immediate 
assault upon the town. 

In five minutes all was in motion;—the face of the 
hill bristling with spears;—the air filled with the dull 
sounds of the horses’ feet on the soft earth, and the 
“ stifled hum” which ran along the ranks ; while each 
officer, noiselessly as he might, was marshalling his men 
for the attack. Rupert himself, with his German 
guards, a few troopers, and one or two inferior officers, 
rode rapidly forward to reconnoitre. 

And it was in truth a gallant sight to see that little 
company, as it swept down tlie hill—feathers waving— 
spurs jingling—and breast-plates and morions glancing 
in the bright sunset. As Standfast followed them 
with his eyes, in spite of his grief at More’s defection, 
he thought witliin himself that the proudest monarcli, 
or the fairest tsiuse, might bo well graced by such 
defenders. 

All were now pressing forward to the town ;—and 
the prisoner’s guards, unwilling to be left behind, 
followed in the rear, dragging him along with them 
in no gentle fashion. Meanwhile the Prince proceeded 
towards Levcrpole ; meeting on his way with no 
obstacle whatever. When he had passed his own 
batteries, and drew near the tvorks of the lufsieged, he 
halted for the coming up of the vanguard ;—placed 
hiii Kelf.. .'fC its head, and pressed towards the town 
u 2 
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at a charging step. The gates were undefended; they 
gave Avay before the fii'st attack ; and the troops en¬ 
tered without opposition. They advanced cautiously, 
apprehending an ambuscade; but as they marched 
along the narrow streets, now shadowed by twilight, 
nothing ohstnicted their progress; they saw no living 
thing, save here and there a startled inhabitant looking 
timorously from a casement at the cavaliers as they 
passed on. 

When, however, they entered the street, at the 
further extremity of which stood the high cross 
of the town, they halted, on perceiving a regi¬ 
ment of soldiers drawn up at^ross it, apparently for 
the purpose of preventing their further advance. But 
a moment’s observation convinced the Prince that they 
had no such intention;—they stood firm, but with a 
dejected air; and ns the foremost of the royalist troops 
approached them, a non-commissioned officer came for¬ 
ward, and demanded, for himself and for his men, 
free pardon and permission to depart, on condition of 
laying down their arms:—in the event of this being 
refused, “ they were prepared,” he said, “ to dispute 
the passage with the Prince, even unto the death.” 

After a short parley, Kupert acceded to their terms ; 
glad to have obtained, at last, the possession of the 
town at so trifling an expense. During the confusion 
occasioned by the disarming of the garrison, he caught 
a glimpse of the prisoner Standfast, as he stood between 
his guards,—and uilled out, “ Release the preacher, 
Baldwin! he may also depart with his flOiil;,”^/He 
was accordingly set at liberty; the Parliament soldiers 
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opened their ranks to rceeivo liim; but as he passed 
between tlic two parties he raised his hand, and ex- 
dairaed in a loud and dear voice,—“ Stop !” Then he 
addr(!sscd Prince Rupert, near to whoso person he had 
been forced by the crowd. 

“ Hear me, noble Prince ! whose errors, griev¬ 
ous though they be, are those of the cause thou 
blindly csjwusest, rather than thine own;—^who 
art the deceived, and not the deceiver! Thou 
art perilling thine immortal soul, to support a 
damnable superstition—Thou art risking thy mortal 
liody, to uphold a bad and sinking cause. Thou art 
devoting thy true heart and good right hand to a false, 
ungrateful tyrant, who can neither estimate the one, 
nor reward the other. Turn, turn then, while there 
is yet time ! Turn, ere the tottering fabric which 
even now nods above thy head sliall fall, (for fall it 
must and will,) and grind thee to dust beneath its 
fragments!” 

The ranks of the Preshyterians dosed upon him 
ere he had well done speaking; and before the sound 
of his last words died away, ho was to be seen 
no longer. The Prince paused for a moment, and it 
was observed by those around him that he seemed 
somewhat moved. The prophetic words of the zealous 
divine might probably affect him the more, from his 
late experience of his Royal Uncle’s unreasonable 
disposition. But it was already night;—^he hastdned 
to take possession of the now deserted castle; and 
i>-Hviqg-))lantcd the royal standard on its battlements, 
and left a garrison for its defence, he pressed onward 
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to York, where his disastrous fortunes are known, alas I 
but too well. 

• • » « 

The prayer of the enthusiastic preacher was 
granted; ho lived to witness the ascendancy of his 
party. Though he lamented the regicide, yet he 
acquiesced in the necessity of the measure; and 
while the Commonwealth was in the zenith of its 
glory, he was gathered gently to his everlasting rest! 

Q.Q. 


Sonnrt 

BY MARY BO WITT. 

I LOOKED up to the heavens, “ And art thou there!” 
I cried, “ beloved one, is that thy home ? 

Art thou a dweller in the azime dome. 

Free as the cloud and spiritual as the air P” 

And sinful douhtings of my dim despair 
Made answer, mocking every hope iicuign. 
Making the very heaven for which we pine. 
Because impalpable, a thing of nought:— 

Anon, from out the hidden depths of thought, 

A voioftof solemn warning said, “ Forbear ! 

Oh thou of little faith, lift up thine eyes ! 
h the ten thousand glorious stars of night 
• iBip'a vain dreaio, because thy feeble sight 
not Iiehold thcnl i.i the noon-day skies p” 
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Cfte last JUe "Falen^as. 

A ROMAUNT OF THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY. 

Tiiewt: is a time-worn castle frowns in snnny Dauphine, 

And still its towers look proud and strong, though 
tottering in decay. 

There’s many a lance upon its walls, that hangs in 
useless nist. 

And many a brand that once was home by arms that 
now are dust: 

Within the halls the untrodden grass is springing green 
and fresh. 

Around the banners waving there the spider weaves 
its mesh; 

And the owl hoots through the portal’s arch, now 
crumliling fast away. 

That once could l)oast the sculptured shield of the 
Lords De Valen<;ay. 

For feats of arms those Barons proud for many an age 
were known. 

And they lie at rest in a stately tomb, in the church 
at Brianqon. 

Witliin the aisle their ’scutcheons hang, in all their 
blazon fair. 

Save one—the last Lord Reginald’s—^he is not buried 
there— 
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No holy earth received his bones; no solemn mass 
was said 

Above his dust: and none can tell the spot where he 
is laid— 

He sleeps not in his fathers’ tomb ;—but many a 
Provence lay 

Has sun^ the strange and fearful tale of the last 
He Valen^ay. 

He was a comely knight to see; and well he knew 
to wield 

The sword and spear at courtly jousts, or in the 
battle-field; 

And when he rode along tlie lists, full many a sun- 
bright eye 

Would turn to mark his manly form, and praise his 
bearing high. 

But little cared Lord Reginald for lists or ladye love, 

He prized the steel-boimd gauntlet’s clasp far more than 
silken glove. 

The trumpets’ bray, the level row of lances couched 
in rest. 

Were sounds in which his ear rejoiced, and sights his 
eye loved best. 

His was a stem and rugged soul, full little did he care 

For justice, or for pity’s voice, for book, or church¬ 
man’s prayer. 

His wealth was vast—yet, shame upon the knightly 
ba^ge he wore, 

He ever strove, by force or fraud, to make fai» tj^asure 


more; 
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He spoiled tlic neighlMniring Abbeys'lands, their vassals 
did he slay, 

And made the pilprims to their shrines a weighty 
ransom pay; 

And when the Holy Church denounced his wild and 
lawless deeds, 

He laughed to scorn the bishop’s threats—the abbot and 
his beads; 

Nor feared he more his sovereign’s wrath, for when he 
took the field, 

Two thousand horsemen rode behind, well armed witli 
spear and shield. 

• «•••« 

The sun had sunk beneath the Alps;—yet still a 
rosy glow 

.lust lingered on their spiry peaks, while all was dim 
below ;— 

And where that pile of massive towers in gloomy 
shadow rose. 

The sounds of mirth had ceased, and all was hushed in 
stem repose. 

That hour from yonder turrets’ height a glimmering 
taper shone 

TJpon a mail-clad form, so still, it seemed as carved 
in stone; 

His arras were folded on his breast, his rigid brow 
was bare— 

It "'as ijord Reginald who stood in moody musing 
there! 
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What thoughts were busy in his brain that hour, I 
cannot say; 

But still he gazed on the scene without, nor turned his 
head away 

Until the evening breeze had died, and slowly, over all. 

The deep majestic midnight rose, and hovered like 
a pall. 

When, hark! the turret portal creaks with harsh and 
heavy sound— 

The Baron started from his trance, and quickly turned 
him round— 

A figure clad in Palmer’s weeds was pacing on the floor. 

And on his hand, besmeared with blood, a sparkling 
ring he wore. 

And when the Baron saw that form, his courage seemed 
to quail. 

His strong frame trembled like a reed, his quivering lip 
turned pale ! 

For heedless of his holy garb, the glittering ring 
to gain. 

He deemed, full many a year before, that Palmer to 
have slain; 

But when he stooped beside the corpse, to seize the 
precious spoil. 

It would not leave the dead man’s hand, in spite of ail 
his toil. 

And as his form, in the silent night, before his mur> 
derer stood. 

It wras a fearful sight that well might freeze tlie warmest 
blood I 
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I trow thiit when tho phantom spoke, the Baron was 
sore clismayi'il, 

And shuddered at the ghastly smile that o’er its blue 
lips ])laycd;— 

“ Behold,” it said, “ the welcome pft thou once hast 
sought in vain 1 

Ibid thee wear it as thy prize until we meet again.” 

And ere the Baron could say a prayer, so mute his 
sudden dread. 

The ring was clasped u]iun his hand—the Palmer’s 
form had fled. 

Awhile Lord Beginold stood fixed, with stiffening 
horror cold. 

And then hiS eyes a shrinking glance around the 
dianiher rolled: 

They met no form;—^liis courage rose, his breath grew 
free again ;— 

‘ It was, perchance, a waking dream, a phantom of 
the brain :— ^ 

lie was too stout to fear a shade, who feared no 
living thing’— 

And then he flung his arm aloft—and saw the 
Palmer’s ring! 

The Baron again turned icy chill, as he gazed upon 
his hand. 

But straight he strove, with all his force, to loose the 
fatal band; 

In^vain—it seemed as if the flesh around the ring 
had grown. 

And when he tried to turn it round, it cut him to the bone! 


X 



230 


THE EAST DE VAEEK^AT. 

At each attcmjit the clinging gold but wounded him 
the more. 

Until his garments and his hands were drijiping red 
with gore. 

Kre long he grew quite wild with pain, and rolled upon 
the ground. 

And howled, until the rastlc-walls were startled with 
the sound. 

The iMiges heard his piercing cries, and rose in sore 
dismay. 

And sought the chamber where their lord in fearful 
struggles lay; 

He writhed like a cnished snake, and grinned, imtil his 
teeth lay bare; 

And, as he raved, they thought at times he muttered 
forth a prayer; 

At times he swore so frightfully, the awe-struck pages 
shook. 

As ever on his bloody hand he east a shuddering look; 

Anon he scemeil^s though he s])oke with one they 
could not see; 

And then he started up, and laughed with wild and 
fearful glee:— 

He railed “ To horse!”—and though the grooms 
besought their lord to stay. 

He was so di'eadful in his wrath, they durst not but obey. 

r**He vaulted on his charger’s back—^it was a noble 
steed— 

Jtor paused, bnt spurred him headlong forth with madly 
desperate speed. 
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The anxtoiis menials mounted all;—a fond jind 
fruitless cliase— 

How could they lioi>e, that pitchy night, his frenzied 
course to trace ? 

Full many a weary mile they rode;—their loving care 
w’as vain; 

For none of all that faithful hand e’er saw his lord 
.'■gain! 

Twotedioiis years for his return they watched from day 
to day; 

And then tliey ceased to hope,—and man by man they 
dropped away. 

Some said the boldest feared to dwell in those dismantled 
hails ; 

And that at night unearthly sounds were borne around 
the walls; 

I know not if the tale be sooth.but ere long time 
had flown, 

The castle stood as now it stands, deserted, still, 
and lone: 

And ever from that time, at eve the jasasants shimned 
to stray 

Beneath the dark and mouldering walls of Tour de 
Valen^ay. 

■ • • • • 

—Who bends beside the hennit’s shrine, on Tenii’s 
woody steep, 

With trembling limbs, and bloodshot eyes, that bum, 
but cannot weep ? 
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You would not, guess that haggard wretch, that kneels 
and strives to pray. 

Was once a stout and warlike lord;—the bold De Va- 
lcn(;ay:— 

Mark ! as he clasps his withered hands, how one for 
over bleeds!— 

What means that brilliant ring he bears, that mocks 
his tattered weeds ? 

—“ Oh! father, if thy pious prayers can cleanse my soul 
from sin, 

Aud charm to sleep the restless worm that gnaws and 
rends within; 

And if the Holy Church have power to break a spell 
in twain. 

That long, with dark, mysterious weight, upon my 
breast hath lain; 

In mercy, let thypraycr ascend, thy ghostly aid be given 

To one whom years of ceaseless jiain have nigh to 
madness t^ven ! 

Mywrongs to Mother Churchlown; herpardonlimplore; 

And if my former sins were great, my sufferings have 
been sore!” 

The hermit spoke of peace and hope, and cheered his 
suppliant guest. 

Who then his early story told, and all his sins confessed. 

At length, his voice more feeble grew, his pallid cheek 
,4^j9aore pale, 

As ^is the penitent pursued his strange aud woeful tale; 
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“ 1 wildly fled, I wist not where, tipon that fearful night; 

And madness urged, for many a day, to still unceasing 
flight. 

Methonght the Palmer evermore my flying steps pursued. 

And when I felt the grinding ring, my frantic course 
renewed. 

In time, the frenzy grew more calm; hut still I did not 
dare 

To seek my lordly home again;—^for I had seen him 
there!— 

For montlis I wandered onward still, a crushed and 
broken tiling— 

And long and fruitlessly I strove to loose the spectre’s 
ring. 

At last, when many a weary day had dulled the sense 
of pain. 

My spirit rose;—1 longed once more to tread the 
battle-plain: 

’Twas when the German Caesar’s bands arrayed their 
hostile ranks. 

Against his vassal King of Huns, on Danube’s blood¬ 
stained banks. 

That with my trusty sword 1 joined the Imperial 
hosts, that lay 

In martial leaguer camped beneath the walls of proud 
Tokay. 

“ The banner of King Sigismund above the ramparts flew, 

^nd by its side was broad displayed the crescent’s 
paly hue; 
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For there the swarthy Turkish hordes. In friendly 
succour sent, 

With all the flower of Hungary, within the walls 
were pent. 

’Twas nearly, eve;—the watch was set, the cannon 
rolled no more. 

The weary soldier thought his toils, that day, at least, 
were o’er:— 

Hark ! ’tis the foeman’s shout again!—^his hosts, with 
heavy tramp. 

Pour from the leaguered city’s gates ; and thunder on 
the camp! 

A moment ere the first wild shock of man opposed to man, 

I rushed, as was my wont, to fight the foremost in 
the van. 

I waved my sword that oft had stemmed the battle’s 
stormiest tide, 

But when I struck,—my good right arm fell powerless 
by my side! 

I cursed the Palmer’s fatal gift—I felt its withering 
blight; 

And asl turnod,in stem despair, to quit the hopelessfight, 

A Turkish spearman bore me down, for still I scorned 
to yield. 

And stretched me, weltering in my blood and senseless, 
on the field. 

“ At length I woke, and strove in vain to raise mo from 
the ground. 

For*! was deadly faint, tlic gore still trickled from my 
wmmd; 
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I cast tny eyes atiroad;—’twas night—^the battle’s strife 
had ceased. 

The vultures had begun to gorge—the wolves were at 
their feast. 

Good Lord ! it was a fearful thing to find my lonely bed 

Upon that reeking field—at night—among the ghastly 
dead ! 

The moon on high a cold blue gleam through misty 
vapour cast; 

The wind was moaning o’er the slain, in shrill and fitful 
blast; 

They lay around, with glassy eyes—a freezing sight 
to see,— 

And as I look’d on them, I thought they aU were 
turned on me! 

Till, as the wavering rays upon their stiffened fcattires 
played. 

They seemed to smile, and grin, and gape, as changed 
the light or shade : 

At times upon my shuddering ear there fell a stifled 
groan— 

It'was no living voice that spoke in that unearthly 
tone!— 

Well might I close my shrinking eyes, for I could l)ear 
no more 

To gaze upon that grisly heap of corpses stained 
with gore. 

And then the carrion raven’s wing swept o’er me 
• as I lay. 

And yet I could not raise my voice to scare him from 
his prey; 
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It seemed as though I could not dare to bn'ak with 
human sound. 

The silence of the dead tliat lay so cold and still around! 

I slept at last, or swooned away; all sense had neiu’ly 
died,— 

So help me, Saints 1—a bony hand was clutching at 
my side! 

A stem low voice breathed in my ear 1 I shrunk and 
groan’d aloud, 

To see the form that met my glance among the lifeless 
crowd! 

Tull well that deathlike face I know—that cowl of 
sombre grey,— 

It was the Palmer’s threatening shade—it mocked me 
as I lay ! 

Again I met its blighting smile, that chilled me to 
the core. 

Again it moved its thin blue lips—‘ ’Tis well—we meet 
once more;’— 

1 ceased to hear—I swooned away, o’crcome with dire 
affright,— 

Good saints defend me evermore from such anotlxer sight!” 

He paused, and o’er his witliered limbs a shivering 
tremor came. 

The memory of that awful scene so shook his feeble 
frame; 

' And iong he faint and breathless lay, of sense and 
speech deprived, 

Befwe the hermit’s pitying cares liis fluttering pulse 
revived. 
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And then he told how ho was found, in madness, on 
the field; 

And how he raved for many a month, before his wounds 
were heal’d; 

How, as he wander’d forth again, despoiled of betdth 
and fame, 

The Palmer’s fixed and fatal gift still wrought him woe 
and shame; 

That ho had doffed his knightly spurs, defaced his 
useless shield, 

And broke the sword, his withered arm had lost the 
power to tvield; 

That he had fled, like one pursued, to many a foreign shore, 

And still the vengeful spectre’s hate oppressed him more 
and more; 

Till, broken withunceasingpain, and harrowed by despair. 

He sought the hermit’s sainted cell, to end his sufferings 
there. 

And faint besought his pious aid, for one that could 
not pray— 

If prayer could loose the deadly spell, and wash his 
guilt away. 

His tale was told—his breath grew short, and choak’d 
with struggling sighs; 

And the hermit saw that the hand of death was heavy 
on his eyes. 

And when in vain the holy man his healing skill 
had tried. 

He laid him on his coucli; and prayed, wliile watching 
by his side. 
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The dying man tossed restlessly npou the rugged bed. 

And, muttering, did not seem to heed the prayers the 
hermit said: 

At times, he gnashed his teeth so fell, as torn with 
inward pain. 

The hermit turned his eyes away, and durst not gaze 
again. 

The midnight hour came slowly near; his moans more 
feeble grow. 

And hard, and harder than the last, was every gasp 
he drew; 

When, as the spirit from its coil seemed iluttering to 
depart. 

He raised a shriek,'so loud and shrill, it made the hermit 
start I 

The lamp, that long had waned, expired; the breeze’s 
moaning swell 

Bore, from the distant convents’ tower, the sound of 
the midnight bdl; 

And in the darkness of the cave was heard a heavy tread— 

A groan—a strife of trampling feet around tho 
sufferer’s bed; 

Then through the sir a hissing sound of waving 
garments rush’d— 

A pause—a faint and distant shriek, without—and all 
waa hush’d! 

’Bbs awDMMruck hermit breathed a prayer, then lit his 
lamp again. 

And IlCmbling gazed upon the couch where tlie dying 
man had lain— 
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Ho was not there —iigtihi lie oast a fearful glance 
around. 

But not a trace of him he sought in all the cell was 
found !— 

The holy man bent o’er his heads till the waning stars 
grew pale, 

And then to all the neighhonring lands he told the 
wonderons tale. 

Longtime to find the corjtsc they strove; hut none 
until this day, 

Can point whore lies the mouldering dust of the last 
He ValeiUjay. 

Strange tales were rumoured of his death:—^by some, 
even now, ’tis said 

That there watched a spectre form that night Itesidc his 
dying bed; 

And sonic have told, that the self-same hour his sjn'rit 
passed away, 

Ills shield fell from the castle-wall in distant Dau]>hinc; 

And that heueath the donjon tower, deep buried in the 
ground. 

When many a year had passed away, a blood-stained 
ring was found. 

’Tis long ago: but still the hinds beguile the winter’s night 

With legends of the I’aimer’s gift, and the Baron’s 
troubled sprite; 

And ever as the tale is told, the breathless listeners say 

A l/ater for the parted soul of the last De Valem^ay! 

J. R. C. 
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<S)n rratrtna XCerotlre ot Woman.” 

BY Tit* AUTHOB OF “ SEI.WY’N.” 

Is it twilight from some hripht former day, 

Or Aurora of one to c!ome, 

That bids me thus feel when 1 hear thy lay. 

As if in my spirit’s home ? 

Is it because thy measures wake 
All the sleepers in inianory’s rave ? 

Or is it because their flight they take 

With the wing’d ones beyond the grave ? 

Is it because we arc born to weep 
That thy page is blotted still ? 

Tlien why do our hearts so wildly leap 
At thy clarion’s unearthly thrill ? 

It is that each beat of the mstlcss heart 
Kinds an echo in thy tone. 

As the hues of all deep, bright things have part 
In the rainbow’s changeful zone. 

’Tis because l//.r/ spirit hath soared unth the strain. 
Vet the page has been wet with thy tear. 

That thou lead’st us all in thy radiant train 
To jhine own bright holier sphere 1 
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'* Tteufh tha atraintid nuwt diould quinr m a md* 

And tba rant fluttarfnft atnnr tfia giim, 

aUll miut I an.”—' " '' - 

Bwnmct 


There is a solemn music in the sound 
Heard from afar across the heaving deep. 

Ere gath’ring tempests o’er its surface sweep, 
And oah the billows from their dark profound : 
There is a noble wildness—when around . 

The plunging vessel the white surges leap; 

And, ’midst the fearful dissonance they keep. 
Are manly hearts that even with gladness bound. 

But dismally it strikes upon the ear 
Of the poor Ship-boy, as he climbs the mast. 

And thro’ the storm his thou^ts arehOmewfWd cast 
Tow’rds all in careless childhood held most dear. 
Ere, for the untried tpiTom of the main. 

He left the friends he ne’er may see again ! 

T. 


Y 
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0tt j^oiiula]; Bbttcattott. 


Op the various essays and speeches, on this most 
interesting of all subjects, which have been given to 
the public, the greater part,—consisting merely of 
intemperate declamation, or of arguments which do not 
touch the real merits of the case—are unworthy of 
serious refutation. A few others, however, are of a 
very different character, and are entitled to lie dealt 
with in a more rcspcctfjil manner. In some of these, 
the subject is strongly and clearly presented, but as 
frequently happens in all polemical discussions, it is 
viewed principally on one side. The gravamen of 
the opposite side is slightly hinted at, or cursorily 
dispatched, or perhaps wholly omitted. The btwt of 
these writers seem to be of opinion, that tlie onus de- 
fertdenrli may be properly thrown on the adversary. 
The few reflections, which follow, are the result of a very 
imperfect effort to supply this deficiency, and to give 
to both sides a fair hearing. 

The advocates for Universal Education appear to 
take it fur granted, that the time for hesitation is now 
at an end. The impetus, say they, is given, and cannot 
be retracted. The breeze is set in; the vessel is under 
weigh; and as there is no power to arrest its progress, 
the only question now is, who shall guide the helm; or 
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what are the best means of directing its course. But 
with iill due sulimissinn to this general sentiment, I 
must heg leave to say, that it is neither the first nor 
the principal question, cither in fact or theory. A 
preliminary inqtiiry demands our earliest attention. 
The great machine being confessedly in motion, the 
first point for our consideration is, wliether it be better 
or safer to accelerate, by any means, its onward march, 
or to leave it to the ijuiet progression of its own in¬ 
trinsic force. A migiity engine of incalculable power, 
for good or for ill, is visildy at work. Is it our wisest 
plan to hasten, or to retard, or to leave it undisturlaid? 
This is the previous question. When that is settled, 
our next consideration is to find out the best means of 
giving to this untried power a right direction. 

I certainly concur in the general impression, that the 
immense experiment on the fortunes of the human 
race is now inevitable. That branch of the controversy 
is at present hors de combat', we may safely put it out of 
court. The progress of general knowlege is besides not 
only matter of fact, Imt matter of right. We must go 
on at the risk of whatever conse<piences. If there 
be any supposable cause, in which fiat justitia, mat 
cedum, is of peremptory application, it must be that of 
the progress and difiTusion of knowledge, which in every 
age has been concurrent with the improvement of our 
moral and social condition. We are not to be deterred 
from a benefit so universal by fear of partial or tem¬ 
porary inconvenience. In this, liowever, as in every 
other unqucstionaldc good, it is our business to pursue 
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it with the least possible risk, and to acquire it with 
the smallest admixture of evil. 

But there are some amongst us, who think the ex. 
periment so jwrfectly safe—so entirely free from hazard 
in all its stages, that every shoulder is instantly to he put 
to the wheel. They see notliing in its progressive 
workings, or its final results, hut unmixed and defecated 
good. But surely this is being a great deal too sanguine. 
A mighty intellectual revolution may be expected to 
produce many concussions and collisions, analogous in 
some sort to the great movements of nature. Who 
shall say that the earthquake, the inundation and the 
hurricane, though ultimately subservient to the great 
scheme of benevolence, which pervades the system of 
universal Nature, are not in themselves, things of awful 
peril, and portentous hazard ? Such in a greater or 
lesser degree must be the upheaving of the general 
intellect. 

The great danger I take to be this. That portion of 
instruction or of reflection, which enables us to detect 
the manifold evils which abound in every civilized 
community, is unfortunately very slight. They are 
the first objects which meet the opening eye of mental 
vision. That portion, on the contrary, wliich enables 
us to discern how far these evils and imperfections are 
susceptible of remedy, or are inseparable from our 
social condition, is confessedly very great. The first of 
these portions will necessarily be the lot of the many; 
the second can only be the privilege of the few. Here 
lies the gi«at difficulty; and tlic great dread. The 
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writhifiN most olivloiis to tlio iuitlatorjr roading of a poor 
roan will be such as shew him, in the strongest light, 
the corruptions of government, of law, of the church; 
the exclusive, generally unacquired, and often unmerited 
privileges of the aristocracy; the privations of the 
poor, and the luxuries of the rich. These topics are 
comprehensible to all, and can be demonstrated to the 
conviction of the humblest student. They will not 
fail to be enforced by the demagogue of his little circle,, 
with all the eloquence, which a system of general 
education is sure to call forth in individuals of every 
class. Then comes the philosopher on the other side, 
to shew by arguments drawn from the history of 
natiorcs, the selfishness of human nature, and the laws 
which actuate man as a social animal, that these evils 
are the price and the compensation of the immense 
-benefits which he derives from political union. These 
arguments address themselves, for the mo.st part, to the 
liigher faculties of the cultivated mind, and demand 
the investigation of matured knowledge. Is it likely 
that a man heated and occu]iied with the recent dis¬ 
covery of all his rights and all his wrongs, will laliour 
to comprehend these arguments; subtle as they are, 
though sound ? Is it likely that he will at all relish 
them, even though he should succeed in comprehending 
them? Is it probable that they will ever be placed 
within his reach ? 

A practical instance will illustrate this position. Let 
us suppose that the admirable treatise of Paley ou 
Mdral and.Political Philosopliy should become a text- 
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book 111 the great national acliools: us it is already in 
our principal universities. The unsophisticated student 
reads the famous pigeon-apologue, which forms the 
introductory section to the masterly treatise on property. 
It places vividly before him a faithful, tliough partial 
view of the actual state of civil society ; a view which 
his mind can instantly grasp. It shews him that all 
the labour and exertion are on one side; and all the 
possession and enjoyment on the other. No assistance 
is wanting to enable him to discern the gross injustice 
and manifest absurdity of this order of things. Next 
follows a series of chapters intended to demonstrate, 
that the institution of property, in spite of all this 
apparent injustice, is absolutely essential to the pros¬ 
perity of states, tlie happiness of individuals, and even 
the very existence of civil society. To a mind of calm 
reflection and matured knowledge, these arguments are 
irrefragable; but is it likely that they will produce 
conviction on understandings of crude and imperfect 
information, little accustomed to investigate a train of 
reasoning, and whoso prejudices are all arrayed against 
the conclusions which the Philosopher labours to esta¬ 
blish? If, even to some men of high acquirements, 
it has appeared that Paley’s subsequent reasonings have 
failed to remove thpimpressions excited by this initiatory 
chapter,—^he can iHfdly expect to succeed with a liody 
of students who are so deeply interested in very opposite 
results; who are often more disposed to act than to 
arg<ic; and who are conscious of possessing the physical 
force of the state. 
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Oil such grounds as these it has been asserted, that 
every poor man, of superior intellect, is necessarily a 
i-cvolntinnist. Without going the full length of this 
iilamiiiig dictum, all persons, ivho are much conversant 
with human life, must have observed that any mechanic 
or artizan, whose mind is much elevated aliovc his 
fellows, eitlicr by nature or aciiiiirement, will be found 
in the ranks of the ultra reformers. Perhaps the most 
enlightened class in the whole of this immense body 
arc the Joumey-mcn Printers, and other artisans con- 
nected with books and literature. The entire members 
of this class, almost to a man, are amongst the most 
violent reformers of the country. Nor is it all won¬ 
derful that a poor man of cultivated uuderstaiuUng 
should 1)0 restless and impatient under the actual order 
of things. The fair edifice of the social union, what- 
r«ver it may have done for others, has been uupropitious 
to him. It has put him out of his place. The argu¬ 
ment on which it rests is, at all events, had as an 
argumeiUum ad fuminem. For him the rich harvest of 
civilissed society, with all its abundant promise, yields 
nothing but blight and mildew. 

Such is the aspect under which this momentous 
question presents itself a priori to every reflecting and 
observant understanding. But the science of politics, 
it has been well observed, whether international or 
civil, ought to be regarded principally as a science of 
fact and experiment. When any great change is medi¬ 
tated therefore, the first thing to be done is to try, 
whether the records of the past will aflbrd us any 
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guide for the future. On this subject however, it is 
but too evident tliat our researches will be but of little 
use. The history of the world aifords us no instance 
of an educated people, in the strict sense of the expres¬ 
sion; and even the approximations to that desirable 
condition, have been so few and imperfect, that they 
demand but a very cursory notice. 

The first instance which naturally presents itself to 
the mind is the enlightened democracy of ancient 
Athens. The common people of that refined republic, 
we arc told, were competent to sit in critical judgment 
on such finished pieces as the dramas of Sophocles and 
Euripides; and were capable of detecting and exposing 
nof only the errors in the representation, but those of 
the dialogue, the sentiments, and even the structure 
and conduct of tlie fable. Yet where shall wo find a 
body of citizens so turbulent, refractory, and unreason¬ 
able; so entirely under the influence of demagogues, 
and so little capable of distinguishing their real friends. 

The instance of Scotland has btten triumphantly 
produced on this occasion: and us far us it goes, it is 
unquestionably a most encouraging example. The 
analogy is however very imperfect. In the first place, 
the system of education adopted in the national schools 
of Scotland is, I apprehend, very different from that of 
the new institutions, established or contemplated in this 
country. In these seminaries, the religious and moral 
tuition of the pupils is not merely concurrent mth their 
advana^ment in literature or science. It is the predo- 
miuMt object t the great foundation on wliich the 
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scheme of their general instniction is erected and sup¬ 
ported. This sufficiently accounts for the national 
'^slMHStctcristics of reflection, order, and good sense. In 
the next place, it is only within little more than half a 
century, that Scotland has become a commercial and 
manufacturing nation; and this great innovation, 
wherever it has spread, has introduced a corresponding 
change in the hahitg and character of the people. The 
operatives of Glasgow and Paisley have been found, of 
late years, quite as untractablo in seasons of adversity, 
as those of Manchester and Leeds. The example of 
Scotland, therefore, is not exactly applicable. 

But we have lately been told, that if we are desirous 
of contemplating the best instructed portion of modem 
Europe, we are to look to the lesser States of Germany. 
It may be doubted however, whether this survey would 
'afford us much satisfaction. A great number of the 
Universities of that country do not seem to be many 
grades above the Mechanics’ Institutes of our own, and 
the scheme of instmetion is not very dissimilar. The 
students are conveyed by a rapid and eccentric journey 
round all the Cydopsedia of human knowledge in a few 
years; with little leisure by the way, for observation 
or reflection. Of course they come out with that sort 
of jejune and unripe attainment, which is just enough 
to render them loquacious and self-sufficient; eager for 
disputation, and impatient of restrmnt. The conse¬ 
quences are such as might have been apprehended. 
MJe are assured by a late enlightened and observant 
traveller, that these youths constitute exactly tliat 
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portion of the enlightened public, which is the most 
eager for revolutions, midissma rerum novarum; and 
yet tjie most unfit for conducting them: always reedy 
to take the field against every state grievance; and yet 
utterly ignorant of any process by which the redress of 
inveterate abuse can be safely attempted. 

These considerations, and many others which might 
easily be suggested, demonstrate that the dangers of an 
enlightened populace are not wholly chimerical. They 
require to be guarded against, and provided for, in every 
scheme of universal education, though not of sufficient 
weight to deter ns from engaging in such undertakings. 
In a purpose of such general concern, and such unques¬ 
tionable, though not unequivocal good, as the diffusion of 
knowledge, whatever hinderances or perils may occur 
in the way, we are compelled to persevere. As in the 
pursuit of virtue, we are bound to press on at afl' 
hazards; if indeed the two pursuits are not identical. 
But the education of the people, we are told, is the 
safety valve, which is to preserve the equipoise, or to 
direct the excesses of their physical forces or their pec¬ 
cant humours. Without presuming to find fault with 
this happy analogy of the safety valve; we may venture 
to suggest that, as far as regards tlie present inquiry, 
the contemplated diffusion of knowledge may be consi¬ 
dered as the expansive power itself, rather than the 
tafetg valve. It is that sort of movement, which may 
be expected to pot into action all the dormant faculties, 
Rnd to let looie all the energies of the general mipd. 
Thii is the impetus. The controlling powerj or safety 
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valve, is to )>e sought for in the religious, moral, and 
economical instruction which, in the education of the 
■^ifioulc, must always be made concomitant with their 
literary and scientific progress. We must adopt the 
wise and salutary suggestions of Mr. McCulloch on this 
most momentous subject. Next to the great principles 
of piety and virtue, the important point is to instruct 
them sedulously in those branches of Political Econt^my 
and the theory of Population, by which their welfare 
and their condition in the community are determined: 
to make them sensible that no alteration in the structure 
of society, or in the distribution of national wealth, so 
long as the proportion between capital, or subsistence, 
and population remains the same, could possibly improve 
the condition of the general mass. Property might be 
made to change hands, and the existing system of sub* 
ordination might be sulworted; but the gross amount 
of poverty and privation would remain just as before. 
This is so plain that it may be made evident to every 
capacity. 

The great practical principles of government may be 
made equally intelli^ble. The pupils must be taught 
that Politics is as much a science of experiment as 
Chemistry or Mechanics; and that we are only safe so 
long as we reason from facts. They must be taught 
from History, how inconceivably small is the numlter of 
even tolerably good governments, which have ever been 
established since the dawn of civilization ; and how 
precarious the chance of success in such an attempt 
must con^quently be. That in the very best which 
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has ever yet appeared, innumerable errors and corrup¬ 
tions may be detected by an acute observer; and this is 
as much a matter of course, as it would be to discer'. 
imperfections in the individuals, from which the govern¬ 
ment emanates. Above all, they must be impressed 
with the principle that no effectual remedy for public 
grievances is ever to be sought for in physical force, 
unless in those extreme cases, which, in the present state 
of public opinion, cannot bo expected to occur. A revo¬ 
lution, when it really effects any ultimate good, can do 
so only when it falls in with the current of public 
opinion ; and then the same effects would have been 
produced quietly by a little delay. It is on tliese grounds 
that J. J. Rousseau has advanced the startling opinion, 
that the best revolution, which has ever been accom¬ 
plished, is not worth the life of a single man that has 
fallen in its defence. Without going the full length of- 
this extravi^ant assertion, we may say with that en¬ 
lightened Republican, Mr. Everett of Boston, that a 
revolution is the most doubtful and dangerous, and 
therefore the least desirable, of all modes of reform; 
and that the wise and good wiU always hope that the 
expected advantages may be obtained, at loss cost, from 
the gentle operation of time. To which may be added 
the striking sentiment of Mr. Roscoe, that every nation 
must of necessity have nearly as good a government as 
it deserves; since it is not likely that the government 
will be much behind the people in morals and intelli¬ 
gence. 

Such, I conceive, are the only means by which the 
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fermentation, excited by the collision of ardent feelings 
and practical intelligence, about to be put in motion, 
u-a.. be restrained and directed. The moral'and econo¬ 
mical tuition above described, early begun and steadily 
pursued, may in some degree interrupt the mischief of 
imperfect knowledge ; or at least may arm the feeble 
against that sort of reasoning and instruction, with 
which in due time the popular writers of the day will be 
sure to assail them. After all, whatever be the jdan or 
purpose of the new system, its effective action can only 
be on a few : on that select few, of which a certain 
number arc to be found in every class; who are open 
to instruction, and eager to attain it; who have capa¬ 
city to receive, memory to retain, and ambition to 
extend the knowledge that will be offered to tlic under¬ 
standing. These will govern the respective classes; 
and it is these alone that arc virtually the subjects of 
our experiments, and the objects of our solicitude. 

In some respects it may be considered as unfortmiate, 
that it has fallen to the lot of this country to undertake 
the first voyage of discovery into this /erra incogrtila. 
The peculiar character and condition of our population, 
its immense amount, and the small spot of 'ground in 
which it is compressed, are but ill adapted for any new 
and haxardous experiment. An American writer of 
some eminence has said that British property is built on 
a quicksand. It may with more propriety be said to be 
erected on a volcano: for it is much more liable to bo 
dcipolished by the combustion of its materials, than the 
frailty of its foundation. But at all events, our position 
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in civilised society presents a novelty to wliiidi there is 
nothin)' analagous in the history of the species. Onr 
enormous trade lias j^enerated a inanufacturin)' po;-r.'la? 
tion, snperflnons to the necessities of the soil, amonnt- 
iii)? to nearly two-thirds of our physical streiif^th. By 
haliit and ediuTition reckless and improvident in pros¬ 
perity, distressed and discontented in adversity, this 
immense laxly may he ramsidered, like the familiar 
sjiirits of Kaustiis, as only ceasing to he dangerous whilst 
fully employed. This wonderful imtss of manufacturing 
industry, in conjunction with onr still more wonderful 
nmchincrv, has created a power of jiroduetion, which 
can only he fed hy an active, incessant, and constantly 
increasing demand, Ixith at home and ahroad. Yet 
essential as is this never-failing demand, even to (air 
domestic ipiiet, it is at the mercy of a thousand casual¬ 
ties. The commencement of a war, the conclusion of a 
peace, the decree of a foreign Court, or even the caiiriee 
of fashion, will at once reduce the inhahitants of a 
whole district to di.strcss and want. Experience has 
taught us that these unfortunate persons, eonscimis that 
they are brought to this state hy no fault of their own, 
naturally turn their eyes on their rulers: and a little 
persuasion, which on such oecasinns is never wanting, 
will easily convince them that thia distress is caused or 
can be remedied hy the government. We know hut too 
well from past experience how such a sentiment is likely 
to operate. What is more alarming, we know also that 
of late years, such a progress has been made in a system 
of assiKiiatioii and organization, that the whole mass 
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may soon bo made capable of a simultaneous inovcraeiit 
on any given occasion. If it i>e said that from the un- 
.A"'c;d and undisciplined itoiltitnde, little can be effected 
in the way of forta;; it may be replied, tliat such a body, 
however incompetent to the destruction of the stiile, has 
at least the capacity of working such an extent of cala¬ 
mity, as cannot be thought of witiiout horror and alarm. 

J. Mkkritt. 


€o flicBpcrus. 

KBOM TJ?B URKBK OS BION. 

IIV THK BBV. W. KMKPHKBr. 

Ha 11, to thee, Hes]>erus ! liovc’s golden light, 

Fixed like a gem on the dark brow of Night! 

Less splendid than the Moon, but brighter far 
Thy beams, than those of every other star— 

The youthful Moon has clos’d her transient reign. 
And sinks obscure beneath the western main. 

Pour, then, O Hc.spcrus! thy friendly ray. 

To light a pilgrim on his wilder’d way: 

No house unguarded si!ek I to invade, 

Or spoil the traveller 'midst the dusky shade; 

Love speeds my steps, and every toil beguiles 
, With thoughts of her, who welcomes mo with smiliw. 
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KV MRS. HKMANS. 


**8t/iking tb« clKtriv chalu wlwrewitli wo are diurU}' InhioiL*' 

Cuii.nit Haholp. 


M^hence is the might of thy master-sjtell ? 
Speak to me. Voice of sweet sound, and tell ! 

How canst thou wake, by one gentle breath. 
Passionate visions of love and death 1 

How callest thou back, with a note, a sigh, 
M'^ords and low tones from the days gone by— 

A sunny glance, or a fond farewell ?— 

Speak to me. Voice of sweet sound, and tell ! 

What is thy power, from the soul’s deep spring 
In sudden gushes the tears to bring ? 

Even ’midst the swells of thy festal glee. 
Fountains of sorrow are stirred by thee ! 

Vain are those tears 1 —vain and fniitlcss all— 
Showers that refresh not, yet still must full; 

For a purer bliss while the full heart burns. 

For a brighter home while the Spirit yearns ! 

Something of mystery there surely dwells, 
M’aiting thy touch, in our lM)som-cells; 

Something that finds not its answer here— 

A chain to be clasped in another sphere. 
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Tlien'fore a current of sadness deep, 

Tlirou){li the stream of thy trinmjdis is lieard to sweep, 

Iijke a moan of the breeze tliroujth a summer sky_ 

1 /ike a name of tile dead when the wine foams high ! 

Yet speak to me still, though thy tones lie fraught 
With vain remembrance and trouliled thought 
Speak ! for thou tellest my soul tliat its birth 
Links it with regions more briglit than earth ! 


Sonnet. 

BV miss K. TAVLOIt. 

hloTiiEii! revere God’s image in thy child ! 

No eartlily gift tliy parent arms enfold ; 

No mortal tongue as yet the worth hatli told 
Gf tliat which in tliy bosom, meek and mild, 
Kests its weak head.—O not by sense beguil'd 
Gaze on that form of jierishable mould ; 
Though first by thee it liv’d, on thee it smil’d. 
Vet not for thee existence must it hold ; 

For God’s it is, not thine :—Thou art but one 
To whom that hajipy destiny is given. 

To see an everlasting life begun. 

To watch the dawnings of the future heaven, 
And to be such in purity and love 
As bi'st may win it to that life above ! — 

X 2 
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Almighty Power! who didst create 
Eolian mysteries iu this brain, 

Arise! lest passion desolate, 

With stonn, the mehnlies that reipi, 

When breathing on my soul the roseate breath 
Of Prayer, thon whisperest, I am thine in death; 

HI y sight is on the gate of Paradise, 

And my tranced soul beams upwards through mine eyes. 
Like incense in the hour of holiest sauriiice ! 

There is a voice in Nature’s solitude. 

Let him that prayeth listen—but not speak, 

M'^ith clasped hands—all rapt—as though he stood. 

And heard the voice of mighty Nature seek. 

On necks of giant winds, the Deity ! 

Tears, sighs, and joy—all passion’s extacy— 

Throb from his struggling soul—the voice of prayer; 
Heaven opens on his eyes—its mysteries bare; 

Ravished he sleeps: he shall awake anon—and there! 

Thou Spirit of old Prophecy ! that spake 

In thunder, or the still small voice with fire, 

Man, prostrate with the elements, did quake. 

With glory blasted iu thy presence dire; 



ON PBAYEU. 


259 


Thy veil is tom—thine holiest desolate— 

Thy Seers are dead—thy Thiimmim beams not fate ! 
Oil lost! shall mortal speak with (iod alone ? 

Lo! Prayer, the angel, kneels—the mighty one— 

On earth—lier eye in heaven, lierhand iijhju the throne! 

The heaven is weeping stars, pale gleams, and dew ; 

The purple west hath glimmered into gray; 

This mountain throne, reared silent in the blue 
Deep sea of light,’s mine altar—I will pray ! 

The low world weltering in a misty sea— 

This rook upreared in blest inlinity. 

An island of its depths, where sleeps the flood 
Of heaven—my garuieuts white in Jesus’ blood— 
Bethel 1 It is heaven's gate 1 1 speak alone with God ! 

■ For on this altar I beheld expire 

The sun, a martyr; in his glorious blood 
Was dyed the west—till the immortal lire 

Sunk in one flash, like an cugulphed flood; 

And glimmered in the sky a ghostly cloud. 

All gray and withered in its rayless shroud ; 

■An d the wan moon was wedded to the gloom— 

Like tlif lone spectre to its mined tomb, 

Or corpse-light to the shroud, till dawns the day of doom! 

J. K. 
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BY WILLIAM HOWITT. 

“ C(M wtva Itmtn 1 
£ roi HtiinKtji, • tocHiirni orroH, 

D1 ripow • <U pact aUwrgtu vcd t 
O qiiantu vulriitirri 
A rivedervi i» Utmol”—(iirASiMt. 

I LOVE a day’s excursion into the woods, with a choice 
party, with all my soul. Not as many attempt the 
matter when they would l«i exceedingly Arcadian:— 
not a formal and formidable Villcyiaturu, an invasion 
of the silent woods with gigs and post-chaises, stiirtling 
the creaturi's of solitude with the flash of scarfs, and 
ribbons, and parasols, with cloths spread upon the 
green grass,—with cold collations, with breaking of 
botthes and obstreperous merriment:—but with simple 
and unpretending hearts, with souls familiar with the 
mysteries and spirit of Nature, prepared to expect 
nothing but what her freshness, and silence, and beauty 
may pour into their bosoms,—and what their own social 
natures can afford them. I’leasant it is atiall times to 
wander in woods 

•* Wliere there's neither suit nor plea. 

But only the wild creatures and many a spreading tree,” 

Lockhart. 

Especially pleasant is it in Autumn. Their temjiered 
gloom, their silence—the wild cries which flit, eyiw 
and anon, through them—the leaves which already 
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whistle to the tread—all is full of a thoiif'htful pleasant¬ 
ness. And who that has lived, or sojotinied in any 
part «if his youth, in the eountry. Inis not some delicious 
remeinhrances of nultiiir/? For me, those dim and 
vast woods, whither our pood schoolmaster conducted 
his jolly troop of hoys once, in the, season; those mstlinp 
houphs, amoiipst which we rushed and plunped with 
the rapturous impetuosity of yoimp deer—those clusters 
which tempted us to climh, or to crash down the tree 
that horc them, like many other amhitious mortals, 
destroyinp to )M)S8Css —those brown shellcrs which came 
pattcriup upon our heads—our dinner a la yin ;— 
these were not merely enjoyed for one day ; they have 
tilled us on a hundred different occasions with felicitous 
reflections. 

And then those breaks! — those openings!—those 
sudden emergiiips from shadow and silence to light and 

liberty!_those unexpected comings out to the skirts of 

the forest, or to some wild and heathy tract in the very 
depth of the woodlands! My heart leaps at the thought 
of it! r feel the fresh-blowing lireeze of Autumn ! 1 

scent the fresh odour of the turf which never was 
erJib^yted —y feel its elasticity beneath my tread ; and 
rejoice as I behold on its lovely bosom a few loiterers 
which remain of all Sumraer’s flowery tribes,—a solitary 
honeysuckle on some young birch; a few hareliells, 
bright and blue as Summer skies. The rich crimson 
flush of forest ground 

“ Where mingled heath-bells rangregated bloom,” 

Mu-hoosx. 
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is fast fading away; the fern is assuming its russet hue, 
docks lift their ruddy and full-seeded heads,—thistles 
stand covered witli down like a foam, ready at the 
lightest breeze to float away to a thousand places; and 
the grass of Parnassus (Towns the silent waste with its 
chaste and classic h((auty. Aud then, the hrightntws of 
the sky! There is a diaphanous purity of atniosphcre, 
at once surprizing and delightful. From some woodland 
height, we remark, with astonishment, how perfectly and 
distinctly the whole of the most exten-sive landscape lies, 
in varied and solemn beauty, before us; while such is 
the reposing stillness of Nature, tliat not a sound 
disturbs the sunny solitude, save perhaps the clapping 
of ])igeons’ wings as they arise from the stuhhles. This 
clearness of vision may partly arise from the paucity of 
vapour ascending from the ground at this dry season, 
and partly from the eye being ndieved from the intensity 
of sph'ndour with which it is oppressed in summer; hut 
be it what it may, the fact has not escaped the observa¬ 
tion of one of our most beautiful poets : 

o There is a harmony 
In Autumn, am) a lustre in its sky. 

Which through the Summer is not heard,, ■* wen 
As if it could nut be, as if it had not been.*' 

Shkllby. 

It is somewhat later in the season however, that woods 
may be pronounced most bttautifid. The gorgeous 
■plendomr of wood-scenery constitutes the glory of 
October. Towards the end of it, what is railed the 
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fading of the leaf, Imt wliicli miftht more fitly be termed 
the kiiulliiift, or tinting of tlie leaf, presents a magiiifi. 
rent <i))eetacle. Kvery sjieeies of tree so bcniitifnlly 
varie<l in its general eharatUer,— the silver-stemmed 
and pi'iLsile-hranehed hirrh—tlie tall smooth beech— 
the wide-spnauliiig oak and eliesimt, each developes its 
own florid hue of orange, red, brown, or yellow, which, 
mingling with the greenness of unehanged trees, or the 
darkness of the pine, present a Inat ensemble rich, 
glowing and splendid. Vet, fine as are onr woods at 
this season, far are they exceeded by the vast forests of 
America. The greiiter variety of trees, and the greater 
eifect of climate, conspiring to remler them in decay 
gorgeous and beautiful beyond description. 

“ Oh, Rolemn are thewoodsof die great western world. 

In t/ieir dceline," Mas. Ucmans. 

and .solemn too are our own. The dark and glossy 
acorns lie scattered in profusion on the ground—the 
richly coloured and veined horse-chesnuts glow in the 
midst of their rugged and sjnny shells, which have burst 
by thch' fall into the deeji and well-defined circle of 
“broad palmy leaves” that seem to have been shed at 
once. The host of birds enjoy a j)lentiful feast of 
beech-nuts in the tree tops; and the squirrels la’nt.'uth 
them, ruddy as the fallen leaves amongst whicli they 
rustle, and full of life and archness, arc a beautiful 
sight. 

Woods have, in all ages, vividly impressed the human 
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mind. They possess a majesty and solemnity which 
strike and charm the eye. Tlieir silence and beauty 
affeet the imiif{ination with a meditative awe. They 
soothe the spirit by their grateful seclusion, and delight 
it by the novel cries, and by glimjises of their wild 
inhabitants,—by odours and beautiful phenomena of 
vegetative life—so distinct from what we find in otir 
ordinary walks—so peculiar to themselves. This may be 
more particularly u])plied to our omi woods,—woods 
comparatively reclaimed ; but in less populous and cul¬ 
tivated countries, they possess a far more wild and 
gloomy character. The abodes of banditti, of wild 
beasts, iuid deailly rejttiles, they truly merit the epithet 
of “ salvage woods” wbieli Sjieucer has bestowed upon 
them. In ri’inote ages, their fearful solitudes and over- 
brooding shadows fostered superstition; and peopled 
them with satyrs, fawns, dryads, hamadryads, and innu¬ 
merable spirits of dubious natures. The same cause 
consecrated them to religiotis rites. It was from the 
mighty and ancient oak of Dodona that the earliest 
oracles of (Ircere w'ere ])rononnced. The Syrians had 
their groves dedicated to llaal and Ashtaroth, the queen 
of Heaven; and infected the Israelites with their idolav- 
trous customs. In the heart of wiaids the Hniid nit 
doivn the Imugh of misseltoe, and performed the horrible 
ceremonies of his religion. The philosophers of 0 recce 
resorted to groves, as schools the most august and befit¬ 
ting the delivery of their sublime precepts. In the 
depth of woods did anchorites seek to forget the world; 
and to prepare their heart-s for the purity of heaven. 
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To lovers and poets they have ever been favourite 
haunts; and the |>oet,s, hy making them the scenes and 
sulijet'ts of their most beautiful fictions and descriptions, 
have added to their native charms a thousand delightful 
associations. Ariosto, Tasso, Spenser, Shakspeare, 
and Milton have sanctified them to the hearts of all 
generations. What a world of magnificent creations 
come swarming upon the memory, as we wander in 
woods ! The gallant knights and heautifiil dames, the 
magical castles and hypogryphs of the Orlando; the 
enchanted forests, the Armiila and Krminia of the Oe- 
rusaleinme Liherata; “ Fair Una with her milk-white 
lamb,” and all the satyrs, Archimages, the fair Flori- 
mcls and false Ducssas of the Faery Queen; Ariel and 
Caliban, Jatpies and his motley fool in Ardennes, the 
fairies of the Midsummer Night’s Dream, Oheron, 
Titania, and that pleasantest of all mischief-makers, 
ineffable I’nck ; the noble spirits of the immortal 
“Comus:” with such company, woods are tons any 
thing hut solitudes. They arc populous and inexhausti¬ 
ble tvorlds ; where creatures that mock the grasp, but 
not the mind—a matchless phantasmagoria—flit before 
us; iilterneVly makeus merry with their pleasant follies, 
delight us with their romantic grandeur and beauty, 
and elevate our hearts with their sublinu! sentiments. 
What wisdom do we learn in the world that they do 
not teach us better ? M'hat music do wo hear like that 
which bursts from the pipes of the universal Pan, or 
comes from some viewless source with the Eolian melodies 
of Faery Land. Whatever woods have been to all ages 
2 A 
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_to all descriptions of superior mind—^to all the sages 

and poets of the past world, they are to us. We have 
the varied whole of their sentiments, feelings,- and 
fancies, bequeathed us as an immortal legacy, and com¬ 
bined and concentrated fur our gratification and ad¬ 
vantage; besides the innumerable pleasures, which mo¬ 
dem art has thrown to the accumulated wealth of all 
antiquity. Botany has introduced us to a more inti¬ 
mate acquaintance with the names and characters, and 
with something also of the physical economy of both 
“ the trees of the wood,” and of the smallest plants 
which flourish at their feet; so that whcis'vcr we cast 
our eyes, we behold matter for both admiration and 
research. 

What can be more beautiful than trees ? Their lofty 
trunks, august in their simplicity, asserting to the most 
inexperienced eye their infinite superiority over the 
imitative pillars of man’s pride; their gniceful play of 
svide-spreading branches; and all the delicate and 
glorious machinery of buds, leaves, flowers, and fruit, 
that, with more than magical effect, burst forth from 
naked and rigid twigs, with all the rich, and brilliant, 
and unimaginably varied colours under, heaven; 
breathing delectable odours, pure and fresh, and ani¬ 
mating ; pouring out spiel's and medicinal essences; and 
making music, from the softest and most melancholy 
under-tones to the full organ peel of the teinjiest. I 
wonder not that trees have commanded the admiration 
of men in all periods and nations of the world. What 
is the richest country without trees? What barren and 
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monotonous spot can they not convert into a paradise? 
Xerxes, in tlie midst of liis most ambitious enterprise, 
stopi^bd his vast army to contcm])late the l>cauty of a 
tree. Ciix’ro, from the thronpr, and exertion, and 
anxiety of tlie forum, was aceiistomcd, Pliny tells us, 
to steal forth to a grove of plane-trees to refresh and in- 
vigorate his spirit. In the Seapaain groves, the same 
author adds, Thucydides was anpiM)aed to have com. 
posed his noble histories. The Greek and Roman 
classics, indeed, abound with expressions of admiration 
of trees and woods, and with customs which have ori- 
ginated in that admiration : but aljove all, as the Bible 
surpasses, in the splendour and majesty of its poetry, 
all books ill the world, so is its sylvan and arborescent 
imagery the most liold and beautiful. Beneath some 
spreading tree are the ancient patriarchs revealed to us, 
sitting in contemplation, or receiving the visits of angels; 
and what a calm and dignified picture of primeval life is 
presented to our imagination, at the mention of De¬ 
borah, the wife of Lapidoth, judging the twelve tribes 
of Israel, between Kamah and Bethel, in Mount 
Ephraim, beneath the palm-tree of Deliorah. The oaks 
of Bashan, and the cedars of Lebanon, are but other 
and better names for glory and jiower. The vine, the 
olive, and the fig-tree, are made im]icrishabln emblems 
of peace, plenty, and festivity. David in his psalms, 
Solomon in lus songs and proverbs, the prophets in the 
sublime out|)ouringg of their awful inspiration, and 
Christ in his parables—those most beautiful and perfect 
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of allcf^rics—^luxuriate in signs and similios drawn 
from the fair trees of the East. 

In the earlier ages of Europe, Kings were crowned, 
councils lield, and justu'C dispensed, l)cnrath the shade of 
some nohle tree. From the siiadow of an oak was 
Christianity first proclaimed in these realms. In a more 
recent day of our dear and noble country, the willows of 
Pope and Johnson, the mulberry of Shiikspeare and that 
of Milton, have associated those grtat names with the 
love of trees and of planting. Many noble works of 
our illustrious countrymen, it would be easy to mention, 
that have lieen written, and more than one of our most 
distinguished living authors who delight to compose, 
amid the inspiring grace, and purity, and freshness of 
trees. John Evelyn spent a considerable jwrtion of a 
valuable life in endeavouring to communicate his admi¬ 
ration of trees and forests; and besides immediately 
effecting a great national service, by turning the atten¬ 
tion of government to the importance of planting, has 
left a nohle monument of his taste and labour. M'ell 
might this venerable and enthusiastic apostle of woods 
exclaim: “ Here then is the true Parnassus, Castalia, 
and the Muses; and at every call in a grove of venerable 
oaks, mcthiiiks I hear the answer of a hundred old 
Druids, and the bards of our inspired ancestors. In a 
word, so charmed were poets with those natural shades, 
that they honoured temples with the names of groves, 
tliough they had not a tree about them. In walks and 
duules of trees poets have composed verses, which hare 
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animatod men to heroic and glorious aetions. Here 
orators have made tlieir panegyrics, historians their 
grave .relations; and the profound philosophers have 
loved to pass their li\'es in repose and contemplation. ” 
Who has walked in woods, that has not felt tiicm 
hecome to him as siijwrh temples, hlling him with a 
desire 


** To contemplato and worship him, whoKc mind 
Stirh in the stilly night like soUtiidc, 

Or breathfs, in wlnsiK*r.>5, on Uie gentle wind, 

Tlirougli vast eatlicdral groves, and loaves a calm lichind.” 

MiLiiooHK’h SlicrvjtKHi Forcst, 

And what atithor, ancinnt or modorri, Iiuh not exprosHod 
his sense of their beauty by crajdoyinpj them as hgures 
of wliatevor is rich, flourishing, and pleasant ? In s}>riitg, 
wlieu they art' in the delicat^y of their pride—in suntiner, 
when they are shadowy and aromatic—in the last sjileii- 
tUnir of autumn, or when winter robs them of tJu*ir 
f<diag(‘, l>ut hriiigH to light what summer had concealed 
—the underwork and tracery of their hranebes; in each 
and all, are trees and woods inspiring and delightful. 

How often, in this weary world, 1 pine and long to dee, 

And lay me down, as 1 was wont, under the greenwood tree. 


2 A 2 



a70 




TO ' 

BY W. ROAOOB, ESg. 

Oh gentle Spirit! hovering near, 

A stranger to thy heavenly birth, 

What sad mischance could bring thee here. 

To mingle in these scenes of earth P 

Say, wandering through the realms of space, 
Ere-while incautious didst thou roam; 

And, lighting on this lower place. 

Mistake it for thy native home ? 

Or, seated midst the sainted choir, 

Say, didst tdmu cast one glance below, 

And feel the kind, intense desire 
To share and soften human woe ? 

Yes, thou hast shared—and in tl^ne heart 
Affliction placed her sharpest thorn ; 

And thou bast known what ’tis to part 
With tenderest tics untimely tom. 

Thus taught for human ills to feel. 

Thy lenient care, with skill benign. 

Has learnt to mitigate and heal 
Those throbbing pangs that once were thine. 
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The anguis)) of a friend to share, 

To raise the faint and drooping head, 

, And chase the pliantoms of despair. 

That hover round the sufferer’s bed ; 

Prompt on misfortune’s l)Iecding wound 
To pour the soft and healing balm. 

And, all thine own, diffuse around 
A tempered bliss, a heavenly calm. 

Yet midst the scenes that round thee rise— 
The cares to earthly objects given— 

Oft wilt thou turn thy longing eyes 
To gaze upon thy native heaven I 

Oh ! when thy Master’s voice from high 
Shall call thee to thy home again. 

Say, shall thine earthly friend be nigh. 

The humblest follower in thy train ? 

For sure some spark of holier fires 
An inmate of his breast must lie. 

Who, midst these darkling scenes, aspires 
To feel a sympathy with thee ! 


May. IBSa 



Cf)e jFlrst JStomtng of ^ajj. 


CoMEST thou. May ! on tliy golden wing, 

Radiant with hcauty; what dost thou bring ? 

Light to the lieavens, and blossoms to cartii— 

A voice to the forest of music and mirth ; 

Health in the breezes that jilay round thy brow. 
Breathing of jierfumc to hedge-row and liough— 
Grass to the meadow, and leaves to the tree ; 
Morning of gladness ! what bring’st thou to me ? 

Dost thou rmn(! with the glow by sorrow shaded, 

Or the blossoms of hope tuitimely faded ? 

Shall the joyous song break forth at thy call. 

From the broken lute, in the silent hall ? 

Hast thou healing for me in thy gentle gale 
Rich with the scent of the hawthorn pale ? 

Canst thou brighten the tear-dimmed eye, to see 
The glorious green on meadow and tree ? 

May ! thou art lovely, and nature is fair 
In the brilliant bloom that thy features wear ; 

And we bask in the warmth of thy sun-bright hours. 
And lightly we tread on thy delicate flowers. 

Them thou camt call from their long—long, sleep. 
Again thy festival season to keep ;— 

Thou canst waken tlie birds, with thy fragrant breath, 
To burst their prison of winter and death ! 
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What hriiifr’st thou to me, in tliy hearaing pride. 
Crowned with fresli wrtmths from tlie fountain side ? 
Tlmii ojauiest the j'rave, tliat a voio’—a smile— 
May charm my speIl-l>ound fancy awhile. 

Visions of youth, when my spirit was free 
As the oia'an-winds, come throu'jiug with thee ; 

But the shades Hit past, and their parting tune 
Dies on the ear of the sad and lone ! 

Comes then no May, no second spring-time, 

True to its seeming of yoitth and prime. 

To the desolate bosom—the aching heart,— 

That has seen its liojtcs and its joys d»(j)art ? 

Come not these back to our earth with thee ? 

Never, oh ! never that bliss shall be ; 

Life is one year, and its venial bloom 

Hus but one brief triumph on this side the tomb ! 

J. C. 


“ a ®tmple not mahe toitft ^anho." 

The mountains arc God’s altars, on whose sides 
Silence, the parent of deep thought, abides ; 

His matin-song the hour when morning breaks. 
And the glad heart to gratitude awakes ; 

And he who from the world’s temptations flies 
To his own mind’s retir’d solemnities. 

Erects a temple to his God, more holy 
Than any built by human pride or folly. 
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Uii SlUallace. 

A UECOLLECTION. 

BV THE AlITBOR OP “ RBOOI.LECTIONK OP THE PKNINSOLA." 


No» Sir, qunlli Iw, 
CbU in* not SiUEnriABK. 


There is scarcely a vfllage any where in the wide 
world, hut has in it some half-witted being, whom the 
very children feel privileged to mock. Ilow often do 
we see such a crazy unfortunate, followed liy a little 
tribe of urchin tyrants tormenting and torturing it! 
some by the nick-name and the cruel laugh—some by 
the mouth awry or the broad grimace—others by tho 
sly pull at the ragged skirt—and a few by the coward 
stone :—and the loud shout of triumph the little mob 
will give, when they succeed in making the poor 
creature turn and stand at bay ; or run after them in 
6crce, but, haiipily for them, in impotent auger. 
Such a sight is not uncommon, and, to a man of 
thought and feeling is very humiliating and affecting. 

———" the little dogs and all, 

Tny, Blan^, and Sweetheart, see, they bark at me”— 

cries Lear in his mad misery. ‘‘ Is there any cause 
in Nature that makes these hard hearts ?” Ah me! 
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I fear there is. Kit Wiillare, T call thee up from thy 
grave. Let me jiaiiit thy portrait; record thy wrongs; 
and relate tliy death. It may he, some jaior, feehle- 
ininded being sliall tie treated the better for this sketch 
of thy inoffensive life :—some stick shall be raised in 
defence of a mobbed miserable—some word of kindness 
be spoken into an ear accustomed only to reviling and 
rejiroach. 

I remember, in the ardent and joyous days of my 
early military life—when my laughter was “ like the 
crackling of thorns under a pot”—a poor, half-witted 
man, who had enlisted into the regiment; I know not 
when or how. 

He was certainly, poor fellow, to use the favourite 
phrase of the drill-sergeant, oiw of his Majesty's hard 
haryaiiis. He was not crazy—he was not an idiot— 
so that there was no way of getting him discharged— 
for, at that )ieriod, inspecting generals were very strict 
about discharges; but he was a simpleton of the silliest. 
The intelligence of a child was greater. It was well 
for him, perhaps, that he had been driven to enlist by 
ill treatment at home; or inveigled by some adroit 
recruiting sergeant, who wanted to pocket the bringing 
money:—for in a regiment he was sure to lie clothed, 
fed, token care of, and governed. Poor Kit! to make 
a soldier of him was impossible. However he had eyes, 
arms, and legs ; and as he would not use these last to 
desert, to get rid of him was impracticable, lie had 
a slouch ; and be n'as a sloven. He never stood in the 
proper position of a soldier; nor did he ever put on his 
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clothes and appointments like one. Officers and drill- 
serfteants gave him np in despair. He sunk into a sort 
of privileged cliaraeter ; one who was 

** Un.'ipt to learn, and formed of stublKjrn stuff.'* 

Kit was in tlie company of wLicli I was the 
Ideutenant ; for awliile niy pupil, but .soon, and for 
years, my torment and niy plague ; and oftentimes— 
I 'writ(! it with a Idush—oftentimes toy jest. Upon 
inspection and review-days, I hid him as well as I 
could ; i>ut him on a rcar.giiard, or in an awkward 
8()uad of lately-joined recruits; employed him for the 
day as a cook, or on fatigue duty, or as a line or 
barrack Orderly ; some out-of-the-way jiost or corner 
was foimd, in which to conceid Kit : but if, owing to 
untoward circumstances, such an arrangement could 
not be effected, I tvould get him well cleaned, and 
his appointments well put on, by one of the smartest 
of ray corporals;—and then jdace him in the rear rank, 
and a clever sergeant tiehind, with his eye constantly 
on him, to prevent him from discrediting the company 
by his blunders. 

It may be supposed, that such a suliject soon Itecame 
the butt of his comrades ; they never wanted a joke, 
when he was by ;—they tormented him incessantly. 
They played him tricks, at which sometimes he him¬ 
self gave die laugh of silliness; while at others, he 
would like a baby :—on the.se last occasiens, 

1 wotSiffIbbuke him, and punish tlic men :—but I 
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often, too often, shared in the lan^^hter. P<M>r KitJ— 
he went willi us to the Peninsula : I reineinl^er him 
well ill our marches there. J\ly ohl captain, who was 
one of tlie l>est-leinpered men J ever met with, would 
someiiini's he provoked into u violent jiassiou witli him; 
and while he punished half the etnnpany for toaxing 
him, would threaten, in a voice of thunder, “ to ride 
down Kit's throat !" tin* only threat that ever effec¬ 
tually sUeneeil him when he was in the mood to hluhher 
and bellow ;—ami the only punishment, if a threat lie 
a pnnishiixmt, he ever reeeived. 

Tin* silliness of the poor fellow was incri'dihle. 
I reinernher on out* oecasion, wlicn the rej^iiiient was 
drawn uj», exjieeiinj^ to he iinuiediately enifa^ed, and I 
wa> in (duirye of the company; as a simple act of duty, 
1 ]daced him in tlie front rank; lest, hy his extreme 
awkwardness, lu* mii;ht do some injui')', iu hrin^, to ^he 
man who wouhl otherwise have stood in front of him. 
It is a ludieroiis fact, that th(> poor fellow eoniplained 
to the colonel, as he was riding down tiio line, that 1 
had placed him in the front rank to ^et him killed. 
‘‘ Is he not in the front rank himself, you fool 1” was 
the coloners reply. This shows, lirst, ulus I that poor 
Kit regarded all the world, and me amouj^st tlunn, as 
fiia enemies—next, that he had not much of the hero 
ill his e/«nposition. This little ineident was never for¬ 
gotten hy the men ol* the company ; and they jdagued 
him about it to the end of the war: hut many a voice 
that gibed and jeered him was, in succession, silenced 
m d**ath. ’ He was one of the few survivors in tho 
2 R 
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company, at tbc termination of those inomoralile n^- 
paiffns. }Je was present in every iKtttle, and on every 
march. The handsome, and the l)apj>y, and tiie lutidy 
fiJl around him: Kit lived on. At the eJosc of the 
bloody battle of Albnera, when 1 saw him safe upon 
tliat field of earna(fc, 1 was fflad in my very heart; 
and felt that “ J could have better spared a la'tter 
man.” I have said truly that Kit was no hero, as his 
complaint to the esdoucl on a former oeeasion had 
proved ; yet he had apparently no fear of death, lie 
.stood in his place—hud a pouch full of ball-eartridges, 
and fired them away in th(^ battle ; whetlier (fuilty or 
inuoeent of Idood, he could not on that oeca.siou know, 
and little heeded. 

How straiiffc to think of such a man receiviiif' 
THE THANKS 01' Pabi.iament ; as lic did in common 
witli the anny many times; and was jierhaps sent to 
drill by the commanding officer or adjutant, at the 
very Parade when they were read to him, for some 
awkwardness or iiregularity ;—shared perhaps in vie- 
tory in tlie morning, and was for some offence put on 
extra fatigue duty the same evening. M’hat a strange 
and iximplieated machine is an army ! How much of 
“ the common” enters into it ! Hurrah for Lihertg and 
Old llnyland ! is the cheerful cry of men, enlisted for 
Iffe, rushing into battle to deal out, and to meet, the 
death-stroke. The victory is won: then comes again 
attention ! WORD OE COMMAND AND EXERCISE 
or ARM.S— L'Hrange rime qve la vie ! 

At tbc condusion of the war, and upon the return of 
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the regiment home, the battalion was reoixaniEed; 
Kit w'as no longer in the same eainipany witkme, and, 
exeepy iM'ing oeeasioually thrown on duty near him, 
1 almost lost sight of the man. ^\t length, after a 
lapse of years, he fidl again under my notice in India. 
I observed about him a very remarkable change—an 
evident improvement. lie wa.s far cleverer than he 
was ever wont to he : his awkward gait remained, 
hut his look was no longer the same. His eye, once 
so re.stless, that nsinl to he looking on every side, as if 
constantly expecting either reproof or ridicule, was now 
still and placid ; ami a beam of contentment shone in it. 
He always saluted roe with a look of kind and familiar 
recognition; and if I occasionally stopped and said 
a word to him, replied as if pleased at the notieo. 

I was much puzzled and perplexed at first alxmt this 
change in a man, whose imliecility of mind I had ouco 
regarded as alike painful and hopeless. Upon making 
a more particular inipiiry, I found that, in the company 
to wliieh he belonged, he liad become attached to the 
little child of one of his comrades, of whom he t(«>k 
as much care as if it had liecn his onui: that he siwnt 
all his spare pay upon itthat he did his duty quietly, 
was regular, and neither troubled his fcllow-soldiers, 
nor was tronhled by them : and that he never associated 
with the men, but was always with this little cirild, 
who was exceedingly fond of him. 

Here was the secret. I more jiarticularly observed 
hija ever after :—I often met him witli the cliild in his 
hand :—a little, rommonJooking child—just old enough 
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to trot by his side, and stammer out its liking;—with 
eyes that to him had beauty, for they looked up to liim 
with afreetion. Here was the secret : lie hud .never 
hitherto found in tlie cold world any thing to lone him, 
any tiling he could love;—here was a Heaven-sent 
object exactly suited to liis heart’s want ;—a little 
stranger in this earth, too young to know, and to take 
part with, those who despised him. A little thing, 
which perhaps had first attracted his notice when, in 
the chance absence of its parents, it stood terrified and 
helpless, crying in a tumultuous kirruck-rooin. Piair 
Kit, who had been buffeted with rotighness from his 
very cradle, had bei'ii frightened or laughed out of his 
wits, and then scorned for having none; had been the 
sport of the lane or alley in which he was bom, and 
then liuen driven from the haunts of home—first to be 
the butt of his fellow-workmen, and next of those, 
amongst whom he had cast in his lot “ to mend his fate 
or he rid on’t”—had now found something to love him. 

Oftentimes now, as I met him and the child together, 
and mused upon this sweet mystery of mercy, did 1 
repent in my heart for the many sharp words I had once 
given him ; and for my many thoughtless and unfeeling 
smiles at his folly. I saw, however, by the very ex¬ 
pression of his complacent eye, that I was fully forgiven. 
■He had no hate, no malice, no memory for wrong ; 
he was peaceful and gentle; and passed whole days, 
playiug with a cbiU. Kit ttaj was now elevated to the 
dignity of an instructor. He was still simple, but 
was no longer siUy. He could not read : yes he 
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CMHild— oiie of Giurs books^ for ho tH)uId see ; could sec 
the hi^fh Heavens, and the starry Armamentthe 
sun i)y day, and the in(K)n by nip^ht. 1 have 8<;en him 
with*his little comfort, walking on the ramjMirts at 
Fort St. George in the cool evening; and calmly 
looking up at the bright sky, and out upon the 
glittering ocean ; and pointing to the white sail and to 
tlic unchon>d A’esscl, and tcaidiing the child to stutter 
out the names of these objects. 

The suffering of those, who arc looked u|>on as half- 
crazed or fools, Inui in it this most hitter ingredient: 
they have no mate in their sorrow. They suffer ahnic^ 
apart; with a cons<nousues8 that they are d(‘gnidcd. 
Kit’s suffering was now all at an end : In* was no longer 
alone in the worid. But I knew not at this time that 
he hud gotten a higher consolation. I will, some day, 
.said I to myself, spi'ak to him about his immortal soul, 
and his ho}>es of an hereafter. It chanced a few weeks 
afterwards, that, as I was visiting some men of my own 
company in the hosjntul, in passing down the ward I 
observed poor Kit, lying in lH*d, sick. I sat down by 
liim—took his hand, and spoke to him with tenderness; 
—^he was very ill. I named the Kedeomer ; he knew 
the B()uud~knew it, not ]K'rhaps as some would have 
wanted him to know it—but as a sound tbut had 
already touched a chord in his humhlc heart. He 
luid heard that all hi.s sins woold be forgiven, and 
how; he had simply believed tSit* message, and grate¬ 
fully aiMM'pted the pardon. He had gotten wisdom, 
ndt knowledge. There was pence, hojK*, and the joy 
of a simple confiding tnist in bis Kciieemer. 

2r2 
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I visited him again : again tlic same was his enviable 
state of mind. The next, and last time 1 saw him, 
he was dying and speechless. I whispered in his dull¬ 
ing ear: he opened his eyes—he knew me—he looked 
pletuutd and happy ; he tried to return the pressure of 
my hand. I placed, it on his forehead. The death 
damps were nlri’ady on his brow. “ lie is pleased,” 
said the Orderly, “to see yon, Sir; he knows you.” 
“ He was pleased, Friend,” said I, “ to hear the word 
of promise in his ear—to hear the sound of his Re¬ 
deemer’s name—to hear the tvord Christ." 


^ottnrt. 

nv ROBKItT SULHOnSK. 

On TjJtE ! Although thou wriH*st witlt dticay, 

Vet are thine oracles as sure as fate ; 

Man's gorgeous Temples, things of yesterday. 

Thou in thy giant play canst desolate. 

Tl>y linger points to joys ’midst snares and death, 

And sprinkles nuptial fea.sts with bridegroom’s btood; 

Thou la\igheRt when the Conqueror yields his breath, 
And fosterest snakes where kingly mansions stood. 

Thy Chronicle the sickening tale unfold. 

How Monarehs were the playthings of an hour. 

How mighty Empires have been l>ought with gold. 

The shajgie of crowds, the infamy of Power: 

And how, In loathsome cells while Patriots wept. 

Ruthless Oppressors tank on down—and slept. 
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ACT 111. SCENE IV. 

A PARK—TRKES IN TltR FORKIIROIrND, AN1> A W'IDE S.ANU8CAPB 
IN THE lIlSTANfK. 

UARY—HANNAH KENNEDY—SIR AMIAS PAPI.ET—THE KARL OP 
SBREWBBLTIV—ELIZARETH—THE KARL OF LKICEETKR— 
ATTENDANTS. 

Ei.iZABETH. (To Leicester.) 

What is the title of these fair domains ? 

I.EICESTEB. 

The castle and estate of Fotiieringay. 

ELIZABETH. (To Shrewsbury.) 

'Send our attendants onwards to the city; 

From eager crowds that ]ircs8 along our way, 

M'e seek for shelter in this green, still, park. 

( Talbot removes the attendants.—She fires Iter eyes 
upon Mary, and then addresses Paulet.) 

Too much my loyal subjects love their queen ; 
Whene'er I pass, with fond idolatry, 

They offer homage, duo to (lod alone. 

MABY. 

(Who is leamng nearly fainting, upon her attendant, 
raises herself, and her eye meets the fired glance 
of Elizabeth.—She shudders and throws herself back 
into Hamah's arms.) 

Oh Ood !‘ from that stem aspect speaks no heart! 
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ELIZABETH. 

Who is this Lady ? (A general silence.) 

I.EICESTEIl. 

Qiiccn, this is Fothebingay. 
ELIZABETH. 

(Appears struck with astonishment, lucking angrily 
upon Leicester.) 

Is this design, my Lord of Leieestcr, yours ? 

LEICESTEB. 

A chance, my Queen, has willed it should be thus,— 
Yet no blind fate, but Heaven here led your steps; 

Oh! let high thoughts, lot mercy then prevail. 

SHIlEWSBUnY. 

Yield, Royal Princess, to our prayers, and look 
On one of many sorrows, one ivho sinks 
fi’en now before thee, by thy glance borne down. 

(Mary collects herself, and goes towards Elizaheth _ 

then stops trembling, her features strongly agitated.) 
ELIZABETH. 

How’s this, my Lords ? AVho named a suppliant here ? 
I find but stubborn pride untamed by n’oe. 

MAllV. 

Be it even so. E’en unto this I bend. 

Farewell, farewell! vain pride of nolilc souls! 

What I have tieen—felt—sutfered—all the past 
Shall be forgotten, whilst I humbly kneel, . 

Before her feet who bows me to this shame. 

(She turns towards the queen.) 
On you, my uster, heaven has looked in favour! 

And crnw'Qid your Royal Head w’ith wreaths of-conquest, 
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To God, whose hand exalts yon thns, I kneel! 

(She kneels at her feet.) 
Sister, let gentle mercy touch yoiir heart! 

Nor let me how before you thus abased ; 

Hold forth your Royal hand to raise me up. 

From falling thus degraded in the dust! 

ELIZABETH. (Stepjuny hack.) 

The pla<!e becomes your fortunes, Laily Mary ! 

M'ith praise I thank my (Jod, that at your feet 
I do not kneel disgraced, as you at mine. 

MAliY. (With deejier emotion,.J 
Think on the change of human destinies! 

There lives a God to ])unish pride with wrath ! 

Worship and fear the Fearful One, who cast 
Me at your feet, a suppliant—fur the sake 
Even of these strangers, sec in me yourself— 

Shame not the blood of Tudor by my shame. 

Our kindred blood, which flows in all my veins, 

As (eve, its w'arm, as noble as in yours ! 

Oh, God in heaven ! stand not there, stem and route, 
Dt^fying all approach, like some nide cliflT, 

Whose top, the shipwrecked wretch, grappling in death, 
Attempts in vain to seize, M y life, my fate 
Hang on the passion of my W'urds and tears, 

Free me my heart, that I may move your own ! 

When thus you look on me, your icy glance 
Freezes my shuddering blood, congimls my tears. 

And fetters in my soul the half-formed prayer. 

, EEiZAB^H. f Coldly and austerely.) 

What would you say to me, my Lady Stuart ? 
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You wishcil to speak with me,—and I forget 

The Queen so sorely injured, to fulfil 

I’lie sister’s part—vouclisafing you my presence, 

I follow mercy’s impulse, and expose 
Myself to just reproach, for deigning thus 
To visit you—for you must well rememiier. 

That you by treacherous plots have sought my life. 

MARV. 

AVhen! shall my prayer begin. What skill shall range 
My words, and lend them chastened eloquence, 

That they may move your heart, hut not ofiFend ! 

God give my utterance strength—and from my sjieech 
Take every pointed sting, which else might wound ! 
Yet, by the mere recital of my wTongs, 

I should accuse you dcei>ly—^this I will not. 

—I have received injustice at your hands, 

A Queen, free as yoiirself, I am detained 
A common prisoner. To your hearth I came, 

A suppliant, claiming hospitable rites. 

But you these rites denying—spuming all 
The hallow’d laws of nations, you have held 
Your guest, a dungeon’s captive. From my side 
Friends, followers, have been tom;—ignoble want 
Hath fallen upon me ;—and degradingly 
Before a vile Tribunal 1 have stood ! 

No more of this—.a long oblivion shroud 
The many cruel wrongs I have endured! 

—Come! I will call it all a destiny, 

Four’s the blame is not—nor can I be blamed. 

An evil spirit rose from the abyss. 
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To kindle Ititter hate between otir hearts. 

Whirl) widely parted even oiir tender years 
It stre/ij'thened with onr growth, aT)d wicked men 
Fanned with tinholy breath the fatal flame ; 

M^hilst iloiiting realots graspid the sword and spear, 

To arm, in phrenzied haste, nnctilled-for hands j— 

This is the curse which marks tlie fate of kings; 

Their slightest jars distract the world with hate, 

Their discords bid the ftiries rage unchained ! 

—But no strange lips can now sow strife l)etwecn us, 

(She opproacltce Elizabeth emijiiliiigly, mid her tone 
{/rows more persvosipe.) 

Now face to face we stand—now spt'ak to me. 

Sister ! Oh, speak !—Ijct me but know my crime. 

And alt, ten thousand fold, shall be atoned ! 

Oh ! that you had but heard me, when I sought 
Your face ercwliile with such impassioned prayer ! 

We had not come to this. M'e had not met 
Thus bitterly, and in this place of woe. 

EI-IZAnETlT. 

From this my guardian stars protected me. 

From pressing to my breast the crafty viper; 

—^Accuse not heaven—blame your perfidious heart. 

The fierce ambition of your treacherous house. 

There was no cause of enmity between us, 

AYheu your proud uncle, that rash, meddling priest. 
Who grasps with daring hand at every crown. 

Began to war with me—deluded you. 

To,assume my arms, and claim my royal title ; 

Until the stnfe between us grew a contest 
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Of life and death!—Whom roused he not against me ? 
The churchmen’s furious tongues—the laymen's swords. 
The dreaded arms of blind religious 7s.>al: 

Nay, even here—in mine own peaceful realm. 

He blew the flames of treason and revolt. 

But God is with me, and the haughty priest 
Wins not the field :—Against my head was aimed 
The blow he menaced—and it falls on yuun ! 

MARY. 

I stand in God’s own hand. You will not thus 
Assert the glory of your throne by blood— 
Kl.iy.AHETH. 

Who shall prevent me ? Your own uncle gave 
A lesson to all kings throughout the world, 

How peace is made and kept with enemies. 

8o Saint Bartholomew shall be my sch(H>l ! 

What are tlie claims of blood, or common rights ? 

The church can break the ties which duty binds. 

She blesses breach of faith and regicide ; 

I should but practice what your priests enjoin: 

— Tell me, what pledge could firmly bind your faith. 
Were I Up pardon all and loose your bonds ? 

What lock could I devise to seal your vows. 

Which would not yield before St. Peter’s key ? 

My best, my sole security is force; 

Man makes no compact with the viper’s brood. 

MAIIY. 

This is your gloomy spirit of distrust I 
Which always viewed me merely as a foe. 

And as a stranger. Had you but declared me 
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Vour heiress to the throne, as is my right. 

Then would my lasting gratitude and love 
Have hound me to you as a trusted friend. 

In ties of kindred— 

ELIZARETH. 

—Lady Stuart, your kindred 
Are all abroad—^your house obeys the Pope, 

Your brother is the monk.—Name you my heiress! 
That was indeed a treacherous artifice I 
That you, through all my life, might thus allure 
My people's hearts—a traitorous Armida, 

Drawing the noide youth in all my realm. 

By chains of love within your crafty snares, 

That all might turn, as towards the rising sun. 

To look on you, whilst I— 

MARY. 

—Oh ! reign in peace! 
Hero I renounce all claim upon your throne. 

Alas ! my spirit’s wings are crushed by woe; 

No glory lures me mote. Your work is done. 

I am but Mary’s shadow. lAing dark years 
Have tamed the courage of my noble race. 

And quenched its fire in dungeons. All is o’er. 

You have destroyed me in my bloom of life! 

—Now, sister, end my wrongs, and spctik my freedom I 
Oh. let me hear the words for which you came I 
For I will ne’er believe you came to insult. 

And mock with cruel sport your wretched victim 1 
Then speak to me—say, “ Mary, you are free I 
As you hare felt the vengeance of my power, 

2 e 
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Now loam to venerate my elemeiiey.” 

Say this, and I will hold ray lift!, my freedom. 

As from your hands, a free and royal j^ft— 

One word undoes the past:—for this 1 wait; 

Delay not then my sickening hope too long ! 

Woe for y<nir fume, unless you s]>eak at last 
This wished-for word 1 Woe, if you part not hence 
Showering down blessings, ns a Deity ! 

Sister ! for all the wealth of this rich island, 

Fr)r all the lands tvhieh every sea surrounds, 

/ would not thus have stood and heard you plead 1 
ELIKAUETII. 

Do you resign at last as fairly vanquished ? 

Are your plots ended ? Is tliere no new deed 
Of murder to la; jiluuiiod ? And will no Quixote 
(lome forth Knight-errant, mad in your defence ? 

—Yes, Lady Jllary, all is past. Yovir charms 
< ’an lure no more. The world has other cares: 

Nor will another lover claim your hand, 

As your— J'ourth husband,—for your next intrigue 
might kill your suitors, as you killed your husbands ! 
mahy. (B'mug up.) 

Oh, sister, sister !—(Irant me patience, heaven ! 
EMZABKTII. 

(Surveys fter with a long look of proud contempt.) 
Are these thu &tal charms, my Lord of Leicester, 
Which no man viewed unw'ounded—which no woman 
Dared say her onoi might equal!—Can it be! 

—Forsooth, it was an easy task to gain 
The gmmiif fame of beauty. Nothing more 
Was needed than to grant these charms to all! 
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MARY. 

Tliis is too notch : 

• eliza«t:tii. ( WUh a rntruful htuijh,) 

—Ay<*, tin's is yoiir tmo fatu*! 
Till now wo ni(?roly saw tho painted mask. 

MARY. 

(lirdflcniny vnfli misery stiU speaks with noble dignity*) 
I may have erred, as youth, as woman errs, 

As power misled me—hut 1 never sought 
To hide or cloak it—false deceitful show 
T have cast from me with a tpicen’s disdain. 

The world kiiOAvs all the worst of jn(*— nay more, 
Hiirnour adds Marne severe and undeserved— 

But woe for you, should ycnir fair shroud of fame, 
Which veils the ardour of your hidden loves, 

Fall from you, h*aving your true self expe^ed.— 

Vour inotlier left her child for heritJiffe 

No name unstained—we all know wtdl what virlm 

Anna of Boleyu di<Ml for on tho scalfold. 

siiREWSUiriiY. ( Stepping between the Queens.) 
Oh, Ciod in Heaven ! and must it end in this ? 

Is this your meek submission. Lady Mary ! 

Is this your patience ? 

MARY. 

“—Patience !—I have borne, 
Till human feelings could ondiin» no more. 

Begone, the mild forbearance of the lamh ! 

Fly back to heaven, enduring patient mw’kness ! 

B^rst all thy Ymnds !—and start in tenfold strength. 
From thy deep prison, Hate till now restrained ! 

And Thou, who gavest the enraged I>asilisk 
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His murderous glance, touch with a poisoned dart. 

My vengeful tongue !— 

SHREwsnrny. 

—Oh ! she is not herself! 
Forgive the wretched maniac, thus provoked! 

(Elizabeth speechless with anger, casts furimis looks 
on Marg.) 

LEICESTEK. 

(In the most violent agitation tries todraw Elizabeth away) 
Hear not her madness ! Come away, away! 

And leave this wretched place ! 

MARY. 

A child of shame profanes the throne of England, 

The noble Britons have Iwen long deceived 
By a state juggler, and her cunning tricks: 

—Did justice reign, you at my feet tvould lie. 

Kissing the dust, 1 am your lawful Queen ! 

(Elizabeth goes out hastily, followed by the Eords in 
the deepest consternation.) 

nANNAII KENNEDY. 

What hast thou said, what done ? She goes in wrath ! 
Now all is o’er—now every hope farewell 1 
MARY. (Still in extacy.) 

She goes in wrath I Death, death is at her heart! 

(She falls into Hannah Kennedy's arms.) 
Oh! it is well with me !—^At last, at last! 

After the shame, the burning pangs of years. 

One brigi^t, fierce moment of triumphant hate ! 

—~A moSUKain’s burden from my soul hath fall’n ; 

I have plunged daggers in my foe’s proud breast! Z 









Cfir jFirrtoorfts at S>t angelo. 


** Tliay bring tltt vUduiw of my youtb 
lluck tv luy Mwi in all Ibrir trtitlh*' 


Upon liow small a point <loes the hulaiieoof our destiny 
often turn! There are moments which seem to affect 
us for ever, and, like a subtle perfume, spread their 
influence throupfh the whole atmosphere of our existence. 
I have myself felt the tyranny of this belief, and can 
never forget the time when it first impressed its«df njam 
my mind. Fourteen years have passed away sinre I 
was at Rome at the Easter Festival, and standing near 
the banks of the river, opposite the castle of St. Angelo, 

■ to witness the imposing spectacle, of which the picture I 
now look upon tisi forcibly reminds me. The beautiful 
proportions and swelling dome of the Cathedral had 
been invested with a magnificent outline of glittering 

light; and_casting a bright glare upon the dark stir. 

face of the Tiber , or on the lofty walls of the Vatican— 
the element that millions have worshipped was rising 
from the tower of St. Angelo in every imaginable form 
of brief, but dazzling splendour. 

While intent upon a sight so strange and admirable, 
I had scarcely noticed a group, immediately Iwfore me, 
till a female who stood between two foreigners, appa¬ 
rently of distinction, turned back her head with a look 
of“sul)ducd sorrow that is even now present to my mind 
in all its appealing loveliness. I shall not attempt the 
2 c 2 
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impossibility of describing that face. It had the beauty 
in which we may hope to see those dear to us on earth 
invested, in a higher and a happier state of being<—the 
expression that at once awakens our sympathies—the 
purity that commands our respect: 

“ Those lovely looks we hope to meet in heaven.” 

But I had scarcely gazed upon it, when a display of vivid 
fires of every shape, and in endless changes of brilliancy, 
concluded with an awful and terrific blaze, and produced 
a movement in the multitude that witnessed it, which 
removed me to a considerable distance from the being 
whose single glance had given a colour to the remainder 
of my life. I sought her in every direction, I spent the 
night in wild conjectures, and the morning in fruitless 
inquiries: I descended, in prosecuting my search, to 
expedients from wltich I should at other times have 
shnink; fatiguing days were followed by miserable and 
feverish nights; till finally my mind became affected, 
and for some weeks my life was likely to be the forfeit 
of the strange infatuation that had seized me. 

I at length recovered; but Rome, the principal object 
of my pilgrimage, had now lost its interest: its classic 
recollections; its noble works of art; its hallowed ruins, 
that stand like links connecting distant ages, had become 
indifferent to me; and upon vague and unsatisfactory 
information, most dearly purchased, I followed in pur. 
nilf of the object of my search. The morbid state of 
' esdwaient under which I still suffered, again thiaw 
me upon a bed of sickness at Milan ; and on my 
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recovery I determined to direct my course towards 
Enf^land. In health and youth we may feel happy 
while wandering in a foreign land, but our thoughts 
are directed to home—as to heaven, when sickness has 
enfeebled ns, or age begun to tread too closely upon 
our footsteps. 

On passing the Simplon, as I descended towards 
Brieg, my carriage, which had before met with several 
accidents, broke down; and it was necessary to send 
some miles off for assistance to repair it. A feeling of 
melancholy, such as I then laboured under, makes us 
proof against life’s petty vexations; and, quietly 
resigning myself to my fate, I sat by the road side, 
my attention only diverted from my own thoughts hy 
the grandeur of the surrounding scenery, or the occa¬ 
sional passing of tlie peasantry. The rattling of car¬ 
riage-wheels at length roused mo from one of the 
deep reveries in which I often remained for hours; and, 
looking upwards, I again saw those features of sur¬ 
passing beauty that had been the constant object of my 
thoughts, and the cause of the first misery I had 
ever suffered. 

I started on my feet—^but she passed by me like a 
vision; and the impotency of every attempt to overtake 
her, drove me again on the brink of frenzy. I cursed 
the accident that I had before scarcely thought of, and, 
with the feelings of the shipwrecked seaman—who sees 
the sail, to which he had looked for succour, pass by him 
on its course—I reascended the mountain, and threw 
myself in agony upon the ground. It was. some time 
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before I could proceed, and, fn a few jwsts, I lost till 
traces of her route. 

As I became calmer, the apprehension that Ihcse 
frequent attacks might permanently affect my mind 
gave me more rational cause for uneasiness; and, after 
submitting to the treatment of an eminent physician on 
my way through Paris, I hastened to my native country. 
There is no scenery in the world so likely to hesil a 
wounded spirit as the green freshness and quiet cottage, 
homes of the more secluded parts of England : and on 
my return from the continent—sheltered in tranquil 
retirements endeared to me by my earliest recolhwtions, 
I remained for some time in Devonshire, and from 
thence went to reside vrith my family near Brighton. 

After one of those chill and tempestuous nights 
which disfigure the early part of our summers, I was 
drawn, with many others, to the neighbouring beach, 
by a report that an outward-bound East Indioman had 
lieen wrecked during the gale. The sky was still wild 
and louring—as though the storm was unwilling to 
aliate its wrath; and the irregular line of light, that 
skirted the horizon, made the darkness above and below 
it, still more gldomy; the sliore was covered with wreck 
of every description;—broken masts—spars entangled in 
fragments of rigging—trunks—cabin furniture—in¬ 
struments of luxury that seemed placed in mockery of 
the misery that surrounded them—articles of dress— 
of merchandise, lay in confused and scat- 
tersAfi^eaps; and at some distance—left dry by the ebbing 
tide—rose • the hull of the vessel; a melauchidy but 
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ma^ifirant monument of the feebleneas of man’s best 
skill, when opposed to the fury of the elements. 
Below the uliffs were groups of sailors and passengers, 
whom mercy or intrepidity had saved ; and on the sands 
still lay the bodies of their less fortunate, or perhaps 
more enviable companions, over whom Death had 
thrown a shield against every sorrow,—^and amongst 
these was tlie object of all my anxieties—^the being to 
whom my fate seemed linked by some mysterious 
sympathy ! 

As I gazed upon her, a dcath-like rigor crept through 
my frame; my eyes stiffened in their sockets; and I 
sunk as insensible as the corpse by which 1 fell. 

I was removed to my home, where some of the 
passengeie had also been taken, and from them 1 
learnt—in a mournful tale of sacrificed feelings and 
splendid misery—the wrongs which the mean ambition 
of a parent had inflicted upon a lovely and guiltless 
woman. I may be told that this brief history of an 
attachment that must appear so groundless, is improba¬ 
ble—that it is imnatural; and I could myself believe it 
to proceed from the confused recollections of a mind 
over which sickness has often deprived reason of her 
power, if I did not still too painfuUy feel—its tralh I 

X. 
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BY MISS M. A. BRCIWNB. 

How 1 love to look on the fresh green moss. 

In the pleasant time of Spring, 

When the young light leaves in the quick breeze toss. 
Like fairies on the wing ; 

When it springoth up in the woodland walks. 

And a natural carpet weaves, 

To cover the mass of withered stalks. 

And last year’s fallen leaves. 

The lovely moss! on the lowly cot 
It lies like an emerald crown. 

And the summer-shower pierceth it not. 

As it comes nishing down ; 

And I love its freshened brilliancy. 

When the last rain hath pattered. 

And the sparkling drops on its surface lie. 

Like stars from the pure sky scattered. 

And I love, I love to see it much, 

When on the min gray. 

That crumbles with Time’s heavy touch. 

It spreads its mantle gay; 

While the cold ivy only gives. 

As it shivereth, thoughts of fear, 

TW closely clinging moss still lives. 

Like a friend, for over near. 
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Hut oil I I love the bright moss most, 

When t see it thickly spread 
Ov the seuljitured stone, that fain would boast 
Of its forgotten dead. 

For I think if that lowly thing can efface 
The fame that earth hath given, 

Who is there that would ever chase 
Glorj', save that of lleaven ? 


Siong 

nv Hits. IIEMANS. 

Oil ! ye voices gone, 

Sounds of other years ! 

Hush that haunting tone, 

Melt me not to tears. 

All around forget. 

All who loved you well, 

Yet sweet voices, yet, 

O’er my soul ye swell. 

With the winds of Spring, 
AVith the breath of flowers, 

Floating back, ye bring 

Thoughts of banished hours. 

Hence your music take, 

Oh ! ye voices gone ! 

This lone heart ye make 
But more deeply lone. 
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O Iftbnrum 

Daks lm!iiuin.-~-HeitAT. 

Beloved lyre ! thy chords no more 
Shall ring symphonious to my strain; 

It is my portion to deplore. 

As it was tliine to soothe my pain: 

The world rejects my sinless art. 

And whiles away my hand from thee ; 

And must I dash thee from my heart. 
That even as life wast dear to me! 

Dear I—’tis not wondrous—like the swan. 
That silent lives, yet singing dies. 

Thou wert the sun-light of my span. 

My solace in adversities; 

The fears and feelings of my soul 
Alternating were hymned to thee j 

But life shall pass, and time shall roU, 
And thou and I forgotten be. 

The world’s stem duty calls—I turn 
From thee, to mould my heart anew ; 

Such worshipper thou well mayst spurn. 
To thee, and to himself, untrac; 
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I'Vrliiigs, for use too deli<«te,— 

l>n!unis of pure innoomro and bliss, 
lie gone !—I seek a sterner fate. 

And plunge within tlie world's abyss. 

MHio seeks for Idiss in human lot ? 

All that I valued most on earth 
Shall be forsaken—not forgot, 

And life must hud a second birth : 

Well, be it so—'tis heaven ordains. 

And 1 submissive bow the knee ; 

The Righteous Power, o’er all that reigns, 
Shull nerve me to the dark decree. 

Oma!—'twa-H a rainlmw hope of yore— 

I thought to leave amongst mankind. 
When life was past, and I no more, 

A bard's nnblcmislied name behind : 

1 thought that to my hiimlile grave. 

What time the earliest stars appear 
IKeilected iu the twilight wave. 

Kind steps might stray to shed a tear. 

'Tis past—olJivion spreads her wing ; 

The weeds of darkness o'er us wave ; 

T see the dust on every string. 

And daisies on a nameless grave ! 

Kind charmer of my youthful years, 

An ingrate, thus, from out my heart 
I tear thee—vanish childish tears! 

We must—and Aus for ever part. 



302 


iQars’ii STomli. 

BV BOBBIIT MIBUOUSK. 

How gloomy pass the fleeting years. 

Since Mary filled yon bed of clay; 

And Time has dosed the s])ring of tears. 

For none, alas! can find their way. 

Those bending snowdrops, sadly gay. 

Awake remembrance of her doom. 

For others there bloomed sweet as they. 

That day they bore her to the tomb. 

Soon shall the rarest flowers of Spring, 

With dewy smiles her grave adorn, . 

And there shall wild birds stay to sing 
Their love-songs from the budding thorn ; 

But me, dejectdl and forlorn. 

No dewy smiles of Spring can cheer. 

The sweetest songs that glad the mom ^ 

To me are tokens of despair. 

They tell nf youth, and transports past; 

They tell of her, the fair and true; 

They tell of loves, which might not last. 

But fled away like morning dew. 

Now, sad in crowds, I oft pursue 

Those cankering thoughts which mock my pain 

And vainly struggle to renew, 

which may ne’er return again. 
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]9Iraeant (S^ompantone. 

** To be good aocI dingroMble b Itigh tnaaon egainit virtue.* 


Who that ol)acrvc8 the effect of manner, good or bad, 
upon the judgments of men concerning individuals, 
but must feel that it is a most unfortunate tiling, when 
valuable and respectable iHiings are wanting in every 
popular quality. “ Will my friend risk his life, upon 
occasion, for mine: will he be perfectly just, steady, 
and to be depended upon ?”—all these are very essential 
questions;—but “ Will he condescend to be agreeable ?” 
is another, which 1 must ask, before 1 can look for¬ 
ward to much improving intercourse with him. Is ho 
thinking aliout himself continually—alwut his own 
mind—aliout some one object of pursuit ?—in other 
words, is he an entirely preoempied man ?—if so, he is 
not the companion fur me. Again, is he a man of sects 
and parties ? I have no ambition to associate with one 
who has never felt, nay, intensely felt, the high claims 
of religion, the blessings of liberty, the glories of a 
noble name:—but I cannot bear the principled blind, 
ness of those who have taken their part, and are deter¬ 
mined never to bestow another honest look upon the 
other side of a question. 

M'hat is it that constitutes the power, which some 
few favoured individuals possess, of conciliating the 
most unpleasant tempers, and uniting the suffrages of 
the most agreeable and disagreeable peopldj in the 
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world ill tlieir favour ? It is not good tcmiicr only; 
nor hilarity, nor scnsiliility,—nor is it even iienevolencc, 
—for very benevolent jicrsons may be deficient in tact— 
nor is it mere good sense; though sensible people will 
lie, on the whole, more likely to obtain affection, at 
last, than those kind-hearte<l, ill-judging souls, chiefly 
known by their good intentions and practical useless¬ 
ness. It is very difliinilt, in short, to say what a pleasant 
companion is; but not so hard to tell what he is not. 

He is not a jester. Professed jokers are wearisome 
company. They have, of all people, the least real 
knowledge of the human heart—though they often 
make it their boast, that they know human nature 
thoroughly; the least tenderness for those little infirmi¬ 
ties which cling to the licst of human beings; the least 
sympathy in bodily or mental afflictions; the least 
reverence for the imago of God in the mind of man. 
When once die spirit of ridicule has taken possession, 
thenceforth farewell high and noble feeling; farewell 
all hopes of jiartaking with such an one any of that 
deep communion which exalts and refines the human 
cliaracter. Serious, even these jesters must sometimes 
be; but their seriousness is not improving. So accus¬ 
tomed are they to irony, that they can never again 
regard life in a calm and philosophic spirit. It is still a 
jest, though a bitter one. But suppose that the lian- 
terer never had a mind, and that no regrets are called 
forth for the blight which has passed over it, still he 
might been an inoffensive companion. But now 
he is li^SftBaurge of every company into whicli he 
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enters;—^and will spoil the most refreshing conversa¬ 
tion, by filling up every pause with a joke. We often 
feel affection for the individual who has extorted from 
us tears ; but he, who drags forth, hour after hour, un¬ 
willing laughter, is never regarded with complacency. 

** With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire, 

And wit that puptiet prompters might inspire. 

His sovereign nostrum is a clumsy joke. 

On pangs enforced by God's severest stroke," 

A pleasant companion” is not often one who has 
lived much in solitude. Keflective habits, and depth 
of information are ralnalile ; hut a slm> man is not an 
agreeable man. An hour after the party is broken up, 
such an one will have framed an excellent reply to an 
argument; but we wanted entertainment, and wit, and 
spirit; and cannot wait for the full development of 
every rising idea. Wc do not like to be always learners 
or teachers—though, in due season, we are willing to 
be both. A far more unpleasant cliaracter, however, 
is often reared up in solitude. A pedant, for ever en¬ 
deavouring to lead conversation into one particular 
track,—if unsuccessful, looking with angry contempt 
upon the little-minded beings before him. It matters 
not what the pursuit may be, to which he has devoted 
his exclusive attention. He may be an antiquarian, or 
a geologist; a Spurzheimite, a Wordsworthian, a radi¬ 
cal reformer, or a speculative Theologian. Whatever 
it may be, his looks, his whole manner testify, that if 
that one thing be not valued by his asst^tes, he 
2 l> 2 
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regards them and their {lursuits as onworthy his 
atteiitiuii. 

“ Pleasant enmpanions” are not those, who, brought 
up in a small and literary circle, have accustomed them¬ 
selves to an uncommon degree of correctness and finish 
in speaking and tliinking ;—who talk, as it were, “ out 
of liook,” and appear ever on the watch for ungram¬ 
matical, inappropriate expressions r make you blush for 
your ciirelessiiess fifty times in an hour. Such people 
are “like the frost, whieh blights what it cannot pro¬ 
duce.” Every warm feeling, or gay flight of fancy, is 
checked in their presence;—sacrifleed to the dread of 
failing in some trifling turn of expression. It is so 
impossible for any but consummate assurance, or a 
hardiness acquired by lung habit, to pass through such 
an ordeal with ci-edit, that I really pity the personal who 
can subject their fenow-ci;eatures to it; seeing that 
tliey must for ever remain strangers to the true spirit 
of society. 

Some feeling of equality is requisite to make you 
enjoy the company of others. Hence, people of rank 
or talent, who do not possess the art of raising their 
associates to their own level, cannot be “ pleasant com¬ 
panions.” Vou do not wish them to let themselves 
down to you; thal is a humiliation: you like to feel 
elevated to their station, and then you arc disposed to 
give and receive pleasure. 

There are some individuals who in common society 
arc not unpiefKnt, but who are indescribably annoying 
indiertain spies of the mind and affections. These ard 
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common-place characters; people n-ithout Imagination, 
who therefore form no conception of what will be 
soothing or wounding to other jtersons. They have 
regiJar rules for every thing. They may have kind 
and affectionate natures; but lianng settled it with 
themsefves that grief and joy have established modes of 
exhibiting themselves, they arc apt to resent all de< 
partures from these, as something very like a departure 
from principle. They wonder, are alarmed, and en¬ 
deavour to bring back the wanderer into the beaten 
track. As life cannot always present one fair and 
pleasant prospect, 1 tremble at the idea of sharing it 
with those, who cannot leave me the liberty of taking 
my own measures, when storms and difficulties arise. 
The companion I love will always allow me indepen¬ 
dence. 

' Upon the whole, it seems that we want a little more 
of the spirit of a chivalrous age. fielfishness is at the 
root of the evil. We have no business to rely upon 
our own intentions merely ; but should endeavour to 
take cognizance of another’s mind liefore we spread 
before him our own; to get an insight into his feelings 
before we liarard the expression of such as may be 
painful or unpleasant to him. I am not fond of tlie 
fashionable world, and its levelling habits; it seems 
difficult to rise aimve its standard of good-humoured 
pleasantry, or to think deeply and soberly when wo 
mingle much in it; but yet it is pleasant to see tlte 
case and refinement which pervade a tnily polit&circle; 
to See how agreeably the actors in the drama jlay into 
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one another’s hands, and how complete is the avoidance 
of, at least, the appearance of sclilsh and monopolizing 
habits. Such people may not he actuated hy ^ deep 
spirit of Christian Itenevolcnce, they may not be thus 
agreeable on the highest principles, but agreeable they 
are; and let those, who profess to be guided by higher 
motives, be watcliful, and nut suffer themselves to be 
outdone by those, over whom fashion and the desire of 
distinction may exercise the principal dominion. 

Polite conversation, it is true, is apt to take a turn in 
which no one possessing kind and generous feelings can 
follow it. Poignant and satirical remarks on individuals 
arc never to he justified; hut in the best sotaety, things 
are always preferred to persons, as the subjects of lively 
remark. Upon these to talk, and to talk w^ll, is an 
accomplishment no one need disdain; and he, whose 
motives of action are the most exalted, whose politeness 
approaches the nearest to philanthropy, and whose 
philanthropy loses itself in the clearer and more distin- 
g<tishing benevolence of Christianity, may, and ought 
to be, the pleasantest of companions. 


E. T. 
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ON A LADY WHO DIBC MOON APTKIt IIKII MAnHIAOK 
INTO inSLANU. 

Wait OUTERS of Erin, l)ow your heads and weep 
O’er this fair tomb where lore and l»cauty sleep! 
Where fond affection I)cnd8 with throbbinft breath, 
And Faith looks homeward from the realms of death! 
Oh! mourn the stranger, who, from Albimi’s isle. 

Led by soft hopes, and Love’s all ruling smile, 

Gave to the desert wave her lovely form. 

And met with burning heart the ocean storm. 

O’er the dark rolling di-ep, preceding bright, 

Love wav’d his torch amid the starless night. 

Walked on the mountain wave,—or through the abyss 
Of whelming billows, bore the torch of bliss; 

But, oh ! no sooner reached the sister shore, 

Than Death reversed it, to relume no more ! 

—To this sad urn the fragrant cypress bring. 

With the soft violets of the budding Spring; 

Breathe the deep sigh, unzone the sobbing breast. 

And bid these ashes in sweet slumbers rest; 

Shed the warm tear, that tells the long adiai, 

Join your faint hands, and turn with lingering view, 
Till silence, gathering o’er your sister woes. 

Oast on the sacred scenes a long repose 1 


8. R. 
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tlobe’s ^lealttoss. 

TO ■ 

Nay, let me gaz-e upon thy radiant face 

In the pure blush of innocent youth arrayed. 

And that light form, whose loveliness and grace 
Surpass the brightest sketch by Fancy made, 

Or all that Painting's skill has e’er pourtrayed 
Unveil, fair girl, thy brow, so smooth and white; 

And let the silken lids forbear to shade 
Those eyes, that glisten like a star’s pure light 
Shed on a tranquil lake—serene, and deep, and bright! 

And when thy small and delicate fingers stray, 
With magic ease, the trembling chords among. 
Thou camt not bid me coldly turn away. 

And quit (hy side to join the listless throng:— 
No! let thy warbling voice the spell prolong ; 
And while its silver notes enthral mine ear. 

I’ll seem to listen to some spirit’s song. 

Or a wild straiii from Facry-land to hear,— 

So soft its dying dose,—its liquid swell so clear. 

And do not Uame me, loved one, that my glance 
Pursues Hty form alone, with rapturous gaze, 
Wheij ftiy light footsteps, twinkling in the dance, 
W'ith airy motion thread its sportive maze;— 
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And if, at times, my conscious tongue betrays 
The deep and ]Missionate love it cannot hide, 

, Think that one smile, one look of thine repays 
The long, sad hours, that I have mourned and sighed. 
When for from thee, dear girl,—and then thou canst 
not chide! 

J. R. V. 


Uince 

ON KRADINO TRK LAST PAGX8 OF THX PKKFACK TO 
BISHOP HBBBB’S NABHATIVB. 

Yes, tliefc arc noble spirits who redeem 
Our nature’s baser parts; and shed around 
The earthly prisons, where we oft lie bound 
By pain, or care, or wrong, a heavenly gleam! 

And Friendship—generous Worth—deserv’d Esteem 
Would oftener in the world’s dark waste be found 
Pouring their gentle rays, did we abound 
More in the attributes for which we deem 
Their homage due. Tt is ourselves who blight 
Earth’s Paradise: our sin its beauty shrouds. 
And Wrath and Pride love's genial warmth absorb: 
Our crimes o’ershade the world, as threat’ning clouds 
Before the setting sun obscure its light, 

And cast their blood-red o’er its gloiiou^ orb. 

T. 
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Ctie last ^atitSre of t^e Brufltfi. 

A LKTTKK FROM MARCUS ARALA TN BRITAIN TO LUCIUS 
HCIPIO IN ROME. 

Tiiy letters, my Lucius, have at last reached me, and 
I know not ii' their delay can he deemed a misfortune; 
since they have come to hand at the very moment when 
aught from Rome was sweet as a draught of Falernian 
in July. For it is now a whiJe week since my cohort, 
together with that of Ciiriiis Manlius, have been left by 
our main army to garrison the town of Isurium.* This 
is the chief town of the Brigantes,—a trilie noted for 
their valour, civilization, and hatred to the Romans. 
Their country is more fertile than any north of the 
Coritani,-)- and they were not suliducd when Caisar 
conquered South Britain. It was reserved for our 
bravo Agricola to bring hither the Roman Eagles. 
Some deserters having told our General, that part of the 
enemy, whose forces are gathering in Valentia,;^ lay hid 
in this ncighlionrhood, ready to fall upon his rear; and 
his haste not allowing him to make a way with the 
army through the thick forests around us<he left our 
division to guard this district, pushing on, himself, with 
•U northward. Being thus divided fr«n my 

■S- i UM Sri iugh in Vorkshire. 

t. lumbitants of .Derby to Lincoln. ^ Northumberlanil. 
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companions, and not liavinpf heard from the army for 
three days, thon mayst well itclieve that I welcomed 
Siilpicuis with no small joy. For my state of weariness 
was such, that very indifferent news would have de¬ 
lighted me; and kind fortune sent mo letters from my 
most valued friend, brought by him wlio holds nearly 
an equal place in my love. Nor was this weariness all 
that oppressed me;—to tliis arc added other troubles— 
the recital of which demands, O Imcius ! all thy 
sympathy. 

My former letters have told thee that a union has been 
formed by the Northern Britannic States, much more 
formidable than even that headed by Boadicca; and 
that their forces are collected in the North, under the 
command of Calgacus,—whom fame reports to be the 
bravest and most experienced leader in Britain. All the 
tribes of the Brigantes have laid aside the fends, which 

had so long divided them, and have joined the enemy_ 

except a few chiefs, who have been left liehind to defend 
tile women and cattle in their forts, or to collect, and 
lead northward, the straggling levies. 

Soon after the departure of our general;—^leaving 
Curiiis Manlius to defend-the camp, I marched my 
cohort to a place, of which I know not the name, about 
ciglity stadia to the north east of Isuriiun;—having 
been informed by some spies, that I might there sur. 
prize a detacliment about to join the enemy. When I 
came within two hundred paces of the place pointed 
out, I halted, hid by tlie brow of a hill, and wopld have 
sent scouts onwards to learn the position and numbers 
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of the Britons. But my cohort being from Germany— 
levied at the same time with that which had been false 
to its eagles and to the empire—I feared to tmst any 
of the soldiers in a situation where they might have 
gone over to the enemy and laitrayed us. 'Wliilst I 
hesitated what to do, an old Briton whom we call Gal. 
Ins, who h.ns served the Komans faithfully many years 

_being for his wisdom often asked for counsel by our 

leaders, advised as follows:—That he, who was painted 
and habited in the manner of the country, should steal 
unperocived amonpt the enemy, and afterwards report 
to me what he had seen. But all my Germans called 
out» with loud clamour, that they would not be betrayed 
by him—pretending to think that he would have joined 
his countrymen. Though I was thoroughly assured of 
his honesty,—and knew moreover, that these accusa. 
rions arose rather from their dislike to him, than from 
actual fear; yet I resolved to quiet the tumult, by 
saying that I would myself go down with Gallus. 
■Wherefore—leaving Rutilius, my second in command, 
with orders by no means to stir, until he should see or 
hear from us—I and Gallus walked cautiously towards 
a grove of oak-trees on our right; where he supposed 
their leaders to be conferring with the Druids or Priests. 

Then said Gallus to me, “ Should we be discovered, 
I may hope to pass for a friend ;—^bnt what will they 
say to your general’s dress and Roman arms ? It 
were t^mfore wiser that you stay hero, out of sight 
of ottf®pi men—whilst I wdll go amongst them, and, 
bring yn^’tidings.” “ By Hercules !” I replied, “ 1 
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will not return, until 1 have seen these Britons—-for 
I am curious to view their rites. Wherefore, O 
Gallus ! contrive how 1 may safely behold them.” 
We were walkiii); on as we wliisitered, when (lallus, 
hastily drawing me Itack, with his linger on his lips, 
in token of silence, placed me bciiind a laige tree—for 
wc had come full u|)on the eu>!am]imcut. lie, going on 
more boldly, as confiding in his disguise, entered the 
grove and took his seat in the outer circle of the 
assembly, where no one noticed him ; all being intent 
upon other things. 

So great a i^slcsire possessed me of seeing those 
religious ceremonies, now vanishing fust before our 
conquering arms, that I climbed into the tree—neglect¬ 
ing the danger I thereby run of l)eing discovered, 
which was hbwever lessened by the thickness of the 
•foliage, amongst which I concealed myself. Moreover, 
all eyes were, as I have just remarked, turned towards 
the centre of the circle. What they there looked upon 
I will endeavour to describe to thee. 

The grove was of smalt size, but wholly composed 
of oak trees—^large, as the growth of ages—green and 
luxuriant, in the centre was a cleared space of grassy 
turf, swelling into a gentle mound,, surrounded with 
seats of earth. A sort of altar, composed also of sod, 
arose in the midston the front of which were laid 
a silver hatchet and a green bough, which I knew to be 
the plant sacred to their worshipon the back, blazed 
their holy fire. The outer seats were filled by inferior 
chiefs, and by soldiers, painted and armed like those 
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prisonerH whom our hrave Agricola sent to Koine last 
similar; Near the altar stooil two old men of un¬ 
common stature, clothed in snow-white tunics^thcir 
heads hare, and crowned with oak leaves. It was 
inipossililo to look on them without l>eing struck with 
awe. Their hair was wliite, and flowed on their 
shoulders. All the iliguity of age a]t]>eared in their 
countenances, and time had marked them with many 
furrews. Their looks were austere and commanding. 
The golden liracolets and ornaments, with the egg of 
gold, to which they asrrilie many fahulous projicftire, 
pointed one of them out to ine as tlie cNtef priest of their 
Pruids :—^for Oallus has taught me many of the cus¬ 
toms, together with the tongue of the Hrigantes. The 
other leaned on a huge branch of jiine, which, when 
lighted at the sacred fire, carries the flame to the 
wicker cagt? in which tlie victims are enclosed. He was 
one of those Druids who discharge tlie functions of 
orators, or hards. 

Behind these, and to the left of tlie altar, was a 
group upon which my eyes were soon fixed. A girl, 
of about eighteen years of age, loaned upon the arm 
of an old man, who was plainly her father. Were I to 
repeat, Imcius, all that our |iocts have written in praise 
of our fairest women, I should fail to describe half her 
beauties, for all the Goddesses had lent hei* their charms. 
Her hair was light-coloured, but inclined to brown, 
and not red, like that of many of the Britons. Her 
eyes were of that deep blue, which gives such a sweet 
mildness’tb the features of the women of these Islands. 



THK I.AST SACJIIKJCK Ol’ THE DKIKUS. 31 ? 


Hut her fare had tliat uhanniii); dipiity, and her bmw 
tliat o))<Mi loveliness, w'hieli lielon^ to oiir Aoman latiica. 
She was fair as the marble of Paros, and the bloom of 
her cheek rivalled the nsses of young; Chia, sung by our 
Horace. In height she was less than the huge stature 
of many of her countrywomen:—yet we Koinans should 
have thought her tall. Her form answered in all its 
}>ro|iortions to the divine eouutenanee;—the dress 
thrown, us is the custom, over one shouliler, left her 
right arm and part of the bosom iincovored. Ve Im- 
mortal Gods !—but I stoji, lest thou say I have 
forgotten Claudia. She was cloatlieil in a long robe 
of fine white linen, over which hung on<! of their 
mantles of a bright bine cohmr, caught with a clasp 
of gold—a blur band held back on her forehead tlie 
light locks which flowed down to her girdle. Her 
eyes were bent on the ground, save when she now 
and then niised them, full of tears, to regard the chief 
Druid with a look of agony. The old man, w'ho 
supported her, was wrapjwd in a dark mantle ; and his 
golden ornaments, and the nide kind of sceptre which 
he carried, declared him to be one of their chiefs. A 
youth of noble aspect sate on the ground beside them, 
his back leaned against a tree. His features and whole 
frame were full of vigour and manly la'anty. Though 
his limbs were fast bound with thongs, yet Ills looks 
were not those of a prisoner—and his dark eye beamed 
calm and steady, except when it tunind upon the fair 
girl. Then he would bend down his head, and, in 
spile of all his efforts, .his lips quivered. Behind him 
2 F. 2 
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was placed one of those large cages of wicker, in which 
they bum their victims. 

Though all was still when I first beheld them—yet 
these tilings filled me with strange apprehensions for 
the fate of the young man; and I longed for the return 
of Oallus to prevent what I feared. But I dared not 
move before he came; lest, having killed me, the 
Britons should attack our cohort from ambush, which 
might have placed our Eagle in no trifling danger. 
This was evidently not a celebration of those secret 
mysteries to be viewed by Druids alone—but one of 
tlieir general assemblies, where the bards and priests 
stimulate their soldiers to valour in the eonibat. Vet 
human victims have often been slain on such occasions, 
to make the power of their Umids seem more terrible 
to the people. 

But this doubtful silence endured not long :—the 
chief priest, who, apparently, had just laid their sacred 
plant upon the altar, muttered a short sentence in a 
low, measured tone; but 1 could not hear his words. 
The whole assembly listened in mute attention. Then 
the bard, stepping forward, waved his hand as one who 
was about to address them. All looked upon him in 
siletme. And what he spoke was nearly as follows— 
his voice, which was at first low, growing still louder, 
and his features becoming animated, as he proceeded. 

“ AVhere is thy heaven. Oh (iod of the Britons! for 
the souls of the brave who perish in the fight ? The 
hall af Hesvs * is beyond the blue waves, in the land 
* Hesus, the Man of ttse Btttous. 
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where the sun goes down. Their hanquet is spread, 
and the Gods and lieroes feast. Tliey know pain no 
more., From these lias the Deity turned ;—on whom 
docs he now look in wrath ? His red Liglituings flame, 
and the voice of his Tliundcr is loud. The green oak 
is not harmed—^yet the coward falls slain on its mossy 
root. Never shall he reach thi^ palace of Teutates !• 
Through long ages shall he croueh in hitUT woe and 
slavery ! The God of Thunder culls on you, Oh Brigan- 
tes ! to defend his altars and our saiTcd groves ! Vour 
fathers bent not before the Romans :—^why did I not 
die with them ? Then I had not seen your disgrace. 
If the wrongs of your land arouse you not—if the 
voice of your gods lie not heard !—then the words of 
a weak old man are indeed hut vainly scattered on the 
winds. But if any amongst you have the courage of 
your fathers, and dare look war in the face—lot us call 
upon the God of battles, and mandi towards the Star 
of the North ! There are our brethren in arms, and 
the son of Hesus is their leader! Their arrows are 
sharper than hail, and their bright swords grow red 
with the blood of the Romans. Like a whirlwind do 
they scatter the foe. From North to the shores of 
the South are the heroes of Albion gatliered. Shall 
the bravest. Oh Brigantes! remain behind ?” 

Thus he ended ; and the soldiers, with loud cries 
and shouts, demanded war, dashing their arms. Then 
the diief Druid spoke, and all was in an instant calm : 
“ Go forward, my son% to the combat t Your spears 
• Teutates, tfas Jupiter of the Britons. 
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shall flame like the lightninp:s of Tabanis :•—the foes 
of your country shall fly before your might ! For 
you shall my prayers ascend ;—a burnt sacrifice will 
I oiler to the great Spirit of the Sun. With human 
blood shall his altars smoke:—with the blood of him 
who has polluted the sacred grove of the Druids !” 

Then he made a sign with his hand, and four young 
men stepped from an outer circle. They were doathed 
in white—being assistants in the worship of the Groves. 
Two of them advanwd towards the youth, who lay 
bound, as though they would have raised him up ; 
whilst the others ojamed the wicker cage;, and carried 
towards it some fuel wliich was in readiness. But the 
fair girl, who had till now stood silent and trembling, 
cried aloud, as though she sent forth her soul in very 
anguish. Her voice pierced my car, like'the last shriek 
of her who is drowned in deep waters. Throwing 
herself before the young man, she cast her arms 
around him, as if to defend him. The old chief and 
the priests drew her back, but uttered not a word. 
Hardly had they touched her, when the young man, 
with violence, burst his strong Imnds, as though they 
had been the soft hair of a weak child; and stood erect 
befewe them, his dark eye gleaming with the courage 
of deatli. He stood there but for a moment:—the 
heavy pine-branch fell upon his brown hair; and the 
foi'ce of the bard was not aimed in vain. His strength 
forsook him, and he fell without life at the feet ci 
her whom he would liave protected. 

Tanuiis, theCkidof Thunder. 
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Tliim I drew my swonJ, and dosci'iidcd in haste—. 
I'or I feared tliey would murder tlie )(irl also; mid was 
ulMiut.to rusli iiitu the midst of tliem —rage having 
deprived me of thouglit. Itiit trullus running towards 
me, eaiiglit hold of me and cried “ Ijet us quickly bring 
down the udiort. Oil general! that so we may make 
them all pri.souei's, and save many lives.” Whilst he spoke 
my reason returned ; and as, in the tumult, no one had 
seen me, 1 and (iallus. Hying with the speed of the 
Soutli-wind, soon reached our soldiers. Them I corn* 
inanded to surround the grove, and to kill with their 
sM'ords the enemies who should fight nr should seek to 
escape;—liut not to throw the javelin, lest tliey should 
wound the girl or the old men. And I chose two 
edits. .'aos, with whose aid and that of Gallus, I hoped 
to have takeif them alive. But when we reached the 
grove, their foot-soldiers, being aware of our approach, 
charged in a body where oiu: line was weakest, aud 
gained a neighhouring marsh—^liaving left some of their 
numliers slain on the ground. Whilst our light-troops 
were engaged in their pursuit, I ran hastily to see what 
was become of the girl and tlie liody of the youth. I 
found one of tlie Druids already slain; and the otlier 
fell just as I approached them. For they had seized 
some of the spears of their warriors, and, standing by 
their altar, they killed some of our men, and then ran 
against the soldiers* swords; so that we could not save 
their lives, and thus they perished. The old cluef, 
having wrested his sword fnnn Oalliis, and knowing by 
my dress that I was the tribune, attacked me with fury. 
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whilst I bent down to see if either of the Dnuds were 
yet living. And had not my centurion cut him down, 
he would doubtless have slain me uiiawanis. So the 
girl only being left alive, and finding that the Velites* 
could not cross the marsh without much delay, I hade 
them sound the recall, and wished to convey her to 
Isnrium. 

But she, embracing the dead l)ody of the youth, lay 
with her face towards the earth—her long hair stream¬ 
ing over him, and her weeping alone shewing that she 
still lived. Having ordered a litter to be made, 1 raistsl 
her up gently—speaking to her kindly in her own 
language ; and she looked wildly on my dress as one 
awakened suddenly from sleep. Then throwing her 
eyes around, she saw the dead body of her fa'in-v »Jlu 
looking again on the corpse of the ybbng man, she 
shrieked aloud, and sank lifeless from my arms. I 
caught her Itefore she reached the ground, but she was 
already dead. Wherefore, oppressed with grief, I or¬ 
dered them to collect the slain; whom they burnt in 
a funeral pile, with the fuel already prepared. But 
taking the bodies of the youth and of the fair girl in 
the litter, which 1 had ready, we returned mournfully 
to Isitrium: and there I celebrated their funeral, as is 
our custom, and laid their ashes in the same um. 

Her image never ^uits me. Thrice has it appeared 
to me in the second watch of the night; and it is before 
•iny eyes, sghenever I am alone. Think not, my dear 
friend, thiit this arises from any diminution of my love 
* Velites—Roman light infantry 
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for thy sister. I (all oii tlie divine Claudia, till my 
lips of thcrasedves pronounce her name. But she visits 
my thoughts, eloathed in the foim of the fair Briton, 
—and her own beautiful features seem to have faded 
from niy raemoiy. Be not angry with me, Lucius,— 
I nts*d both thy forgiveness and jiity—for I am sick 
unto death, and fear much that 1 shall never see Rome 
again. Perhaps, however, time may restore my wouU^d 
health ; and do thou cause prayers and gifts to be 
olf(*r(sl up to the God of healing for my recovery.— 
Faheweli. ! 

W. B. Choblkv. 


Sonnet. 

BT WILLIAM HOWITT. 

■ Honoiir! Truth! Friendship! are ye then but names i* 
As many a treason-stricken soul has cried 
In bitterest agony ? I wander wide 
Mid earth’s vast swarms, and every where your claims 
Arc vaunted, and your proud resemblance worn; 

But some caprice still blows the false disguise 
Aside, and leaves, to my astonished eyes. 

Subject of tears, indignant tears, and scorn. 

Oh ! beautiful and pure! Oh! ye divine 
And changeless emanations of high heaven! 

Shall I tlien cease my quest ? Shall I repine 
That to man’s heart so rarely ye are given ? 
Never! the need is more to honour Worth, 

And Truth, who walks in sadness through the earth. 
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©n tftr Wfto Year. 

Another year! another year 
Is homo by Time away; 

Nor pauses yet his swift career, 

Nor tires his winjr, nor makes he here 
E’en one short hour’s delay, 

But hurries on; and round, and round. 

The wheel of Life is sped. 

Unnoted oft, until relmund 
Upon the car the startlin^f sinmd, 

Another year has fled ! 

inio ever said “ ’Tis New Vear’« 

AVith unmixed can' or glee ? 

For Hope still ]>aints the future gay. 

And Memory o’er the past will stray 
AVith sorrowing constancy. 

Another year! so swift it flew, 

AVe scarce had marked it ours. 

Ere fading from our btickward view, 

’Tis but the past our eyes pursue. 

Eternity’s long hours 1 

’Tis New Year’s Day! The coming year 
A blank l)cfore us lies; 

Oh 1 may no blot nor stain appear, 

To mar its history, written here. 

When published in the skies ! E. D. 
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iHeleager anH atalante. 


V’ouR choicest gifts let chaste Latona share. 

And lay the year’s first offerings on her shrine. 
Shepherds! be mindfid, with religious care 
To mark her sacred day and rites divine, 

Nor on that day let hound or hunter dare 
To rouse the hungry wolf, or sullen bear^ 
lyest in her vengeance rise 
The virgin queen, to claim her sacri&ce! 

T.hus, when did erst Etolia’s Irapless king 
The syiVu. ,^(roda adore. 

But in neglect forbore 
To Delia’s fane the spotless hind to bring. 

Not all the gifts he laid 
On other shrines,—no other Power forgot,— 

Not all the vows he made 
To Pales, should she guard his Seecy store. 

Could save him, for Diana spared him not! 

Sent by her wrath- the Calydonian boar 
Devoured his helpless flocks, the guardian shepherds 
tore. 


The peasants fled; 

And left their herds unwatched,—their Adds unsown; 

•For Dian struck them with despair and dread. 

And armed the avenging beast with terrors not lus own: 
2 F 
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MFLISACEB AND ATAI.ANTA. 


In tremblinp crowds they sought the cities near, 

And left their rural glades; 

Behind the cir(Jirig walls tliey crouched in flfar: 

Thus, when the wolf invades 
A flock of timorous deer,— 

Far from their open grassy vales they fly, 

To some lone brake, where piled in quivering heaps 

[they lie. 

The plains were desolate:—o’er all the land. 

Devouring fruits and flocks, the monster came; 

Till Meleager led a clioscn hand. 

Whose youthl'iil courage burned for deeds of fame: 
Who would not dare to die or win a name. 

When AtiJantii arms her tender hand ? ^ _ 

Whose softer cliarms the savage bmt^^ight tame 1 
She hears the hunter’s Ixnv; 

While o’er her virgin hrow 
Courage, and trembling hope, alternate empire claim. 

Deep in the w'oodlands lay a lonely pool. 

Fringed by tall trees and many a tangled brake; 

In Bummer’s noon-day heats the beast would cool 
His burning mouth in this dark silent lake: 

Thither the band i-epair; 

With notes of sylvan war the wood resounds; 

The boar is in liis lair ! 

The co}iM-woods break beneath the baying hounds! 
The impatient riders urge their neighing steeds 1 
Fierce on his foes the savage monster bounds; 

And many a faithful dog before his fury bleeds I 
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On press the hunters, narrowinff fast their ring; 

with an erring aim their weapons fly,— 

In vaftj, their eager hands the javelin fling; 

In vain all postures of assault they try; 

For all the while, though hid from mortal eye; 

Latona guards the beast from every w'ound: 

They sec Hippocoun's son before them lie, 

Borne by the monster, Ideeding, to the ground; 
And furious on the maddened boar they spi-iiig! 

That giant head—those tusks tlieir darts defy : 

Too late their aid they bring— 

Torn by the foaming fangs, and crushed, they view 

(him die! 

Vet not unmourned !ie fell; 

Fair Atala.^ we])t his cruel fate,— 

Their cries of woe the hunters’ sorrow tell; 

Till grief to anger turned; 

Then with the hope her lovely Isjsom burned 
To avenge his death, since rescue came too late. 

Her ivory quiver yiidds the keenest dart; 

Her shining bow is bent with trembling care; 

The loosed string flies!—^liehold the arrow part! 
Vet, ere it qtiivered through the buoyant air. 

She sought Apollo's aid to guide it well; 

The red blood flows, in answer to her prayer,— 
Enraged, the wounded boar writhes in his reedy lair ! 

With hopes renewed the eager band advance, 
tknd praise the viigin hand that gave the wound; 
Thine, Meleager! was the fated lance. 

Which stretched the monster struggling on the ground 
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No more with life to rise; 

Rejoice! The scourge of Calydou is slain ! 

Loud shouts of triumph cleave the echoing skies; 
Ijatona heard their mirth,—and knew it vain. 

With other notes these groves shall soon resound ; 
Though every breeze around 
Now waft the voice of gladness o’er the plain ; 

Soon shall these breezes swell with hopeless woe and 
pain! 

Let other bards the hapless lovers sing ! 

How discord came with all her train of woes; 

And what dark deeds from jealous envy spring: 

Let other bards disclose 

The sorrows of that day, with tremblin^tring: 

From Diau’s wrath these numerous griefs arose. 

Long for your mournful fate 
Shall nymphs and hunters shed a pitying tear; 
Brave Meleager! blest, alas ! too late; 

Scarc(‘ to his arms did laughing Hymen bring 
His Atalauta; when his hour was near;— 

And both, still true in love, lie in one narrow bier! 


W. B. C. 
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jnoumer’e JMeep. 

Slejsc, weary mourner! darkness veils the skies:— 
Sleep! there is silence in the midnight air; 

’Tis long since slumber closed thy weeping eyes. 
And smoothed thy brow of care. 

Daughter of Sorrow ! ’tis the hour of rest, 

The hour when mortal tears may cease to flow; 
Kind Nature lulls thee on her g(’ntlc breast; 

Sleep, and forget thy woo ! 

Sleep !—there is joy upon thy faded brow— 

Does Fancy paint thy childhood's smib'ng years ? 
Or art thou dreaming of thy bridal vow. 

Breathed ^id joyous tears s' 

Perchance the grave gives up the loved and dead, 
And dearest eyes upon thy slumbers beam:— 
Thou lovely widow, rest thy weary head! 

Sleep, ’tis a blissful dream ! 

A smile is on thy face s—O wake not yet! 

Perchance some fairy forms around thee move. 
And tones a mother’s heart can ne’er forget. 

Are lisping words of love. 

Du infant lips again thy pale cheek press. 

And sunny ringlets on thy bosom wave ! 

£leep, childless mother 1 ’tis thy babe’s caress,. 
•Sleep, and forget the grave 1 


•-Oellatd, Obm. 

2 F 2 


J. \V. 
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IStDIrs €taact. 


About two years ago, the little town of Ridley was 
visited, for the first time, by that lively, sociable- 
looking thing, a Stage-Coach. Ridley is not in 
the regular coach-road which travellers, to and from 

liondon, would take to N-;—but it certainly 

otight to be so. Then? is an excellent turnpike-road 

from N- to Ridley, and those who made it 

must have originally intended to carry it on, twelve 
or fourteen miles farther ; in which fase it would 
have joined the grand London road, and efifected a 
saving of half a mile in thirty, according to the 
%in.kecpers on the other road,—a mile, according to 
the most impartial persons;—l)ut full twice that 
distance, in the opinion of all the inhabitants of 
Ridley, with which 1 entirely coincide. It is cer- 
tainlyAhe middle road—the happy mean. The whole 
surrounding tract of country is sown with villages. 
Fat farmers, and stout-looking graziers, meet your 
eye in every direction; and the .rectories are, most 
of them, newly built or nicely repaired edifices, 
betokening the genteel notions and habits of the 
country clergymen. Lord B— too, and General G—i, 
and the Marquis of A—, have their noble-looking, 
pitemal dwellings, in the midst of old woods, near 
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which the tiirnpikn-road on!)ht to pass. It is clear 
injiKrtjcc to the country, and pves room for suspicion 
that there must he some impure motives, at work 
against us and our interests. There must, we think, 
l>e some coalition of inn-kts'pers, post-masters, and 
coach-proprietors on the otlier road ; perhajis they 
have gained over the bench of magistrates ;-!tnd, though 
nothing can be more clear than that Bight is with 
us, yet the other party has the advantage of prior 
possession. 

However it may be, it is certain that if you look 
at a map of our county, you will see that the two 
parallel lines, which mark the turnpike-roads, have 
their termination at Ridley ; and that from thence to 
Tmor—about tbirt(*n miles, where we find the London 
.high-road again, there is a great confusion of little, 
insignificant cross-markings, denoting that, although 
tliere may be at least a dinscn ways of going from 
Ridley to Imor, there is no broad, even, authoriz(>d, 
taxed coach-road, bestridden, at proper intervals, by a 
toll-bar. It is true, these roads are, almost without 
exception, as good as any turnpike-roads in the 
kingdom. There is not a single fault to be found 
with them, except that the Government has nothing 
to do with their management, and all loyal {>cople 
naturally prefer travelling upon ways of the King’s 
preparing. 

Two years ago, however, a novelty-loving, radical 
coach-proprietor determined to try the experiment of 
running his vehicle right through Ridley, and so on, 
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by the principal cross-road, to Imor. Never was a 
bolder scheme. The people on tlie other roa^^ere 
perfectly confounded by the fellow’s impudence. As 
to the question of a new turnpike, they were prepared. 
The lawyers were all in readiness; the county members 
had been spoken to a year Itefore; and couuter.petitions 
were kept, ready drawn up for signature the moment 
complaint should be made by the Ridlcians -but such 
a measure as this Itad never been contemplated, and, 
if it succeeded, the consequences would be fatal. 
But it could not succeed—it was impossible;—there 
was a brook to cross, which must be forded, as it 
had no bridge, and, in a wet season, it was said, 
this stream had often been swollen in a formidable 
degree; a country common was also to be crossed, 
and this, at either end, was Itonnded by a gate, 
which must cause a regular dismounting of coachman 
or guard. It was altogether, if not absolutely illegal, 
a most ungenteel way of proceeding, and would be 
patronized by no respectable people whatever. 

I shall never foi^t the day when the coach first 
drove up to the Bed Lion Inn at Bidley. A smart, 
new.painted, flaming yellow concern, with a very 
hard name, painted in red letters, on the outside, 
which all the school children were trying to spell and 
accent properly—“ The PHEjrOMifON” —while the 
mistress herself looked somewhat puzzled, and afraid 
to set them right. It is true, there was but one 
inside fessenger; and this, we heard, was the psw. 
prietor himself, who either wished to explore the 
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mysteries of this Terra Inoognita for the first time, in 
his o,wn vehielc, or was prompted by the laudable 
spirit of-self-devotedness, which has led many of our 
experimental philosophers to put their inventions to 
a previous trial themselves. He must have been 
highly gratified by liis reception at Ridley. We 
thought him a most lumevolent, kind, pleasaut-looking 
individual. The whole town was abroad—and he had 
bows and smiles for all. The coachman too, and the 
guanl, were fine fellows. Tlie former was, pt'rhBjw, 
rather too abnipt, rather too bustling. He sprang 
from the box, and nearly knocked little Tom Lee 
down in the mud, as he pushed his way up to the 
bar of the Red Lion. He called for the horses, too, 
a little ha.stil;j, and seemed angry with the hostler for 
standing only just one minute to look at the coach, 
before he went to the stables for the leaders. It was 
plain these things must be attended to at the Red Lion. 
The Widow Brown wanted to go that evening to a 
village ten miles off, and thought that the guard, as 
he seemed a civil person, would allow her to ride that 
distance for nothing by his side, on the top of the 
coach ; but there was no such thing as bargaining 
with these gentry: fares were fixed :—whoever could 
not pay, must trudge ; so the Widow Brown gave 
it up in despair, and was never heard to say much 
in prEuse of the new coach again. But the beauty and 
wonder of all was to hear the guard’s horn, which, 
to do him justice, was the most musical horn I ever 
heard. Sometimes he would come in with the 



334 


THE EIHLET COACH. 


Tyrolese Song of Liberty;—sometimes “ Faint and 
Wearily” ;—and on Sabbath mornings we were always 
greeted by a Psalm tune. 

Altogether the coach was very popular, and, after 
a while, we began to hope it would succeed. It was 
generally pretty well filled; and of course we, and 
all those who lived in the other villages through 
which it passed, patronized it with all our might, for 
we knew that our road was in the predicament of one 
of those by-ways to Heaven, called Tabernacles, or 
Meeting-houses, and was, as yet, rather winked at 
than authorized. Miss Grace, the milliner, ventured 
herself in the new vehicle, when she visited London, 
as usual, in the Spring ; and liked it so well that, 
to our surprise, she even returned with all her Spring 
Fashions, (boxes of large dimensions) piled on the 
top, by the same conveyance. Mr. Strachan too, at 
lAe shop, (so it was called by way of distinction) 
plainly announced his determination of patronizing 
it;—a thing of great consequence, as he regularly 
went to town four times in the year. Miss Tipple, 
the Squire’s daughter, tried it next, and expressed 
much satisfaction:—all this time the brook did not 
swell, and the roads were partiimlarly good. Every 
thing looked fair and promising for the New Coach. 

Meanwhile, it was interesting to mark the effect, 
which the'daily visitations of this organ of communica¬ 
tion with the metropolis, produced upon our people. 
We were now, it is true, just as before, a hundred miles 
from town; but it was not tUa distance—it was not 
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the intervening hundred miles whidi had allowed onr 
country prejudices to take root, and flourish so long; 
but the MX which separated us from the post-town 
and high London road. To that post-town we were 
obliged to have recourse, whenever a coach or chaise 
was needed for our distant expeditions, and we had 
a jealousy of this place ; a feeling that its privileges 
ouglit to have been ours, which prevented us from 
profiting by them indirectly. Now, however, that 
our town was actually a thorough-fare to liondon, 
we began to dis]ilay a few of those points of character 
which, impcrceptildy formed, are made known chiefly 
by the occasions for their exercise. It is usual, among 
country peojde, to hear tho cockneys very unsparingly 
accused of con^ccit and positiveness; but I must, in 
all fairness, say that, so far as my own experience 
goes, these qualities are to be found in laiger measure 
amongst the inhabitants of small country towns. 
The vanity and conceit of a lanidon journeyman, 
coming d(»wn to visit his country friends, have a 
good humour, a confidence, a reliance on the justice 
of bis claims to admiration, that is very disarming. 
They are light-hearted, airy, and pleasant—and are by 
no means so nearly allied to contempt as the suspicious 
rustics are apt to imagine. The dash and finery poured 
forth upon us are not meant to humble us—no such 
thing—they are the mere gratification of vanity, and if 
we will hut be good humoured enough to admire and he 
ple^d,. all will be well. But we, meanwhile, have 
many lessons of humility and moderation to learn. 
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Pride is suspicious, and some lurking idea, that we 
are not regarded as on an equality with the Londoners, 
steels our hearts against them, and much of'the good 
that is in them. We think they think only of their 
onm world, and regard us as a set of children. Our 
selfishness takes alarm, and we are obstinate against 
the admission of inferiority in a single point. All 
this while, there are sneaking attempts at imitation 
going on amongst us. We cannot forbear catching 
at some of the novelties we see, though afifecting to 
despise the source from whence they emanate ; and 
it sometimes happens that there is, in the same 
character, a most comic mixture of country prejudice 
and attempts at town breeding. 

This was exhibited, in a striking manner, during 
the era of more frequent communication between our. 
selves and the Great City. But we should have lived 
down*such inconveniences, and in due time, perhaps 
another, though more confined evil, would have passed 
away also. The graver people, the ancient, the reli¬ 
gious, had settled it in their minds that London was 
the abode of peculiar, and almost unheard of, wicked-, 
ness. If they heard of one of our people taking 
advantage of the opportunity for visiting the metro¬ 
polis, they sighed and groaned over the prospect of 
future badt-sliding. They were, from the very first, 
enemies to the new coach, and regarded it as a cor- 
Tupter of our simidicity, a daring innovation 1 Good 
souif’l^they forgot how often they had previously 
dedafihed against our vices : they forgot that fustic 
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ignorance is not innocence ; that rice is not the less, 
but rather tlie more vicious, for lieing the growth of 
retirement :—and now, to hear them talk, you would 
have supposed that the Phenomenon had found 
ns invested with all the primitive simplicity of a 
pastoral age. For my own part, I regarded the case 
as a lost one, long before. Simplicity was gone, no 
one knew whither. Mfwhinery, some thought, had 
sent it out of the country—and certain it is that, with 
the loss of the distaff, many wholesome, stay.at-home 
customs had disappeared. M'oe to the land where 
female industry and activity have, all at once, ceased 
to bo directed into the channel of quiet usefulness t 
Leisure for gossip! Leisure for dress 1 Leisure for 
scandal ! The children too, hanging about the doors, 
in all the indolence that attends a complete surfeit of 
play :—no call to work,—^no Imstling, imjiortant- 
looking mother, watching the sun’s declining beams 
with a jealous eye, and finding the longest summer- 
day not long enough for what is to be done. All this 
is passed away, and Education, as it is called, is come 
in its stead. Education ; that noble, but, alas ! often 
mistaken tiling ! that frequent sulistitution of tvords 
for ideas, of signs for realities ! But to return ; —con¬ 
sidering that our own lights were grown dim, 1 was 
inclined, fixim the first, to the experiment of borrowing 
a little oil from others, and I hoped it would lie to 
the increase both of know'ledge and charity amongst 
ourselves. And such is still the opinion of some of 
our worthies. But ftme must, in all these cases, be 
2 G 
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allowed for experiments ; and, imforttmately for the 
Ridley people, just as they had obtained some insight 
into the good and evil of the new arraiigcments, 
an unforeseen concurrence of circumstances deprived 
them of the opportunity of witnessing this “ march of 
mind”, or (ontemplating, on the other hand, any 
retrograde movements. 

One unlucky morning, the Coach was overturned 
at the sharp comer, just hy the saddler’s shop. M'c 
had never thought of that comer, and yet it is certainly 
a very awkward one, till we saw the Phenomenon 
dashed over before our eyes. Happily no one was 
much hurt. Two old ladies, inside passengers, declared 
of course that they had sustained serious injury; but 
I never heard this declaration substantiated by any 
surgeon, or iinrse, or credible witness Whatever. The 
coachman was blameless, the accident being solely 
attributable to the unfortunate breaking of a rein. 
However, we soon found out that an overturn, on 
our road, was something entirely different from an 
overturn on the King’s turnpike. It was tmmpetcd 
and magnified about the country, till we did not know 
the story ttgain ; and though some of us would 
willingly have been overturned twice over in defence 
of the Phenomenon, we could not get a fair hearing 
for our side. The Editors of the Papers were all 
bribed or prejudiced men, and would not put in our 
^tXMdictions. Just at this crisis, a new Coach Com- 
||fink) started up at N—; and its jirst 
ende|(p!{U' was to buy up the whole concern—^the 
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coach, the coachman, and tlio benevolent and amiahle 
proprietor himself, h’or a short time this was resisted : 

the coach still came and went,—went and came:_ 

hut, inethought, it was with a wavering, flickering 
kind of motion, as if uncertain wlicthcr to live or die. 
The (Juard’s horn too, seemed to send forth a doubtful 
sound, and, one inorning, it was totally mute. The 
Ouard was gone—gone over to the enemy, with all 
his mirth and his music. We looked sadly at one 
another, and tliought what was to come :—Yes ! It 
was too true—In another week, the Ridley Coach 
was no more! 

K. T. 


lEptgram. 

CROM TUB KKI'.CK ANTIIOLOOY (AUTHOR UNKNOWN). 

»V THB REV. W. SHEPUERS. 

A MISER saw a little mouse 
Running about his empty house: 

And “ Mousey!” says he, “ pretty dear. 
Tell me what errand brings you here ?” 
Then, squatting in a distant nook. 

The mouse replied with merry look, 

“ Fear not, good Sir 1 to waste your hoard, 
1 come to lodge and not to board.” 
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ON THK DEATH OF A YOVNO LADY, 
nv HARTLEY COLERIDGE, EKQ. 

aUESTION. 


WilEEE dwells slie now ? That life of joy, 
Which seemed us age could ne’er destroy, 
Nor frail infectious sense alloy 
Its self-derived and self-sufficing gladness— 
Abides she in the hounds of space ? 

Or like a thought, a moment’s grace. 

Is she released fi-om Time and Plaio, 

The dull arithmetic of prisoned sadness ? 

Or loves she still this plot of earth. 

This human homo that saw her birth. 

Her baby tears, her childish mirth. 

The first quick stirrings of her human mind ? 
May she retuni to watch the flowers, 

Wliich last she reared in Faery Iwwers ? 
They freslicn yet with summer showers. 
And frolic in the sportive summer wind. 

Tliat loveljr form, that face so bright. 

That changeful image of delight. 

Shall it no more, to mortal sight, 
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f)r 8})iritual ken, in very truth appear ? 

Tliat visible shape, that kind warm glow, 

■ That all that heaven vouchsafed to show. 

Is gone ! ’Twas all our sense could know 
Of her we loved, whom yet we hold so dear ! 

The world hath lost the antitpie faith 
In shade and spectre, warning Avraith, 

That wander’d forth to blast and scathe 
Poor earth-clogged dark humanity:— 

No more the mystic craft of hell, 

1 It cavern murk, with imjiious spell. 

Evokes the naked souls, that dwell 

In uncreated night’s inanity: 

’Tis well—that creed is out of date. 

And niati hath learned, at last though late. 
That loathing Fear, and fearful Hate, 

And rankling Vengeance, all are cruel liars; 
And all the doctrine tliat they teach. 

Of ghosts, that roam when owlets screech. 
Is but the false and fatal speech 
Of guilty terrors, or of worse desires. 

But is there not a charm in love 
To call thy spirit from above ? 

Oh ! had I pinions like a dove, 

M'’ere I, like thee, a pure, enfranchised soul. 
Then might I sec thee as thou art. 

Receive thee in my inmost heart;— 

But, can it be ? She has no part 
In all she loved beneath the cliangeless Pole ! 

2 G 2 
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Ah! well it is, since she is gone, 

She may return no more, 

To sec that face so dim and wan. 

That was so warm before. 

Familiar things would all seem strange, 
And pleasures past be w'uo; 

A record sad of ceaseless cliange 
Is all the world below. 

The very hills, they are not now 
The hills that once they were,— 

They change as we are changed, or how 
Could we the burden bear ? 

Ve deem the dead are ashy pale, 

Cold denizens of gloom; 

But what ap ye that live, and wail. 
And weep upon the tomb ? 

She passed away like morning dew. 
Before tiie sun was high; 

So brief her time, she scarcely knew 
The meaning of a sigh. 

As round the rose its soft perfume. 
Sweet love around her floated; 

Beloved she grew, while mortal doom 
Crept on, unfelt, unnoted. 
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Love « as her guardian angel here; 

But Love to Death resigned her: 

Tliough Love was kind, why should we fear 
But holy Death is kinder ? 


SiSSarrior's Eobe. 

Inez sat in her l>ower alone, 

.No tear Ijedimmcd her laugliing eye ; 
Though he she loved to vvar has gone, 

She fondly deems he cannot die ! 

Death for her l)oy no shroud can weave. 
Nor cypress round him throw its gloom; 
For Love will shield the true and brave. 
And twine his brow with victor-bloom ! 

No woe was her’s—in maiden pride. 

She thought the battle wild delight. 

As fancy placed her by his side— 

The charm that manned him in the fight. 

For what is youth, when idly spent ? 

Or what is age, without renown ?— 

A sturdy bow—but never bent; 

A regal head—without a crown ! 


—Coii«g«( Oxna. 


T. B. 
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That time of spiritual deliverance, foretold from tlie 
enmtion of the u'orld by the holy and the inspired ;— 
that hour, when the scejitre should depart from Shiloh, 
and the idolatrous Gentiles lie admitted to the same 
privileges as the chosen few—had arrived; and men 
marvelled whcrcunto this would grow. The world at 
large eontinued ignorant of the glory and tlie magnitude 
of the events with which this period was fraught;— 
Jerusalem and its concerns were little known, and less 
esteemed,—for its grandeur at the moment in question 
tvas to he seen by the mind, not hy the eye. Therefore 
tumults and victories, disputes respeqfing dtuiasties, 
projects for the acquirement of riches or glory form(>d, 
as Jierctofore, the sole business of life, and employed, 
as they had ever done, the attention Itoth of Empire's 
and individuals. It was not so in the Holy City. 
There, concerns of deeper import and diviner origin 
formed the main object of interest, from the High Priest 
of the Sanctuary, to the debased and lowly leper, who 
was not reckoned among the people. There, as in other 
cities, might be heard the tumult of busy life, the sounds 
of merriment, of occupation, and of sorrow; there, as 
of old, its Inhabitants eat and drank, bought and sold, 
married and were given in marriage;—^the harp and 
the viol were still heard in the feasts, and the minstrel 
mitde lamentation over the dead. 



AZEI. AND ZEMIBA. 


345 


But other sounds were also heard in the streets of 
Jerusalem, other sights witnessed in its villages; and 
other crowds gathered in its environs, for purposes 
different tvom this world’s tumult or traffic. One, 
that one, the subject, thi-ough every age of its history, 
of song and prophecy, walked upon its dust—mingled 
with its tribes—taught in its temples—ministered to 
the wants, and relieved the w'oes of its suppliants, 
miracles and mysteries fomed its every day events, 
and gracious tniths that its saints had scarcely conceived 
in vision, were addressed, without reserve to every ear, 
and dropped like dew on thousands of weary hearts. 
That One, who spoke to the wretched, and their sor¬ 
rows vanished at his word—^who touched the sick, and 
disease became vigorous healtli—“who looked upon 
. death, and there was life”—was yet to be approached as 
a guide, and conversed with, as a man talketh with his 
friends. Jerusalem was filled from one end to the other 
with his disciples, his enemies, and his fame. The 
meek believed his words, and their joy was increased; 
the proud approached with subtle questions, and were 
sent empty away. The an-ogant Pharisee, and the 
scoffing Sadducco qiuuled before his frown ; but the 
poor and the sorrowful looked to him and were com¬ 
forted. men of years and possessions arose, and left all 
that they had, when he said unto them Follow me ; and 
women sate at his feet, and ministered of their substance. 

lie passed away from earth, the scene of his mission; 
from Jerusalem, the place of his sojourn;—but not so 
his memory and his doctrine. Multitudes had followed 
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ilim ; and of those multitudes, many cleaved to his 
precepts, and followed his footsteps, with the faith that 
overcometh — the love that is stronger than death. 
Far away from Jerusalem, in the palace of Caesar, in 
the halls of the (ireeks were heard the strange tidings 
of a gospel, which made no difference between bond 
and free; which, in the sublime simplicity of its com¬ 
mands, stood opposed to the power, the prejudice, and 
the belief of the whole enlightened world! Ciiitis- 
TiAN was a name of reproach—of persecution; a name 
cast out on earth, but written in heaven. 

Nevertheless all who were culled by this holy desig¬ 
nation were not equally full of faith; and when times 
of persecution arose, many were offended, and went tmi 
from them, because they were not of titein. And to many, 
the very Gospel of Life came not to bring pcaai, but a 
fire ; it was to them a sword, piercing through their 
souls, a separating iulluence between friend and friend; 
setting the father against his son, and the daughter 
against her mother, filany a flower was crushed be¬ 
neath the despotism of.domestic power; many a young 
heart offered its choicest love a willing saerifiee on the 
altar of devotedness to Gial. Alas 1 many, too, made 
shipwreck of their faith, and to purchase prosptirity 
surreudored tlieir peace of mind. And some, vacillating 
^ul Jipinand in their profession, sank in the confiict 
ion and principle; ytdtcd themselves with 
ifDl^lieveni; and, if they lost not heaven, had their 
punishment upon earth. 

Zemirs was the sole surviving child of Rabbi Ben 
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Harim, and attained the age of womanhood, about 
the time, when the first persecution comiheneed in 
Jerusalem, against the sect that' was every when* 
spoken against. Her father had no longer a wife; 
and she was unto him as the eweJamh of the pro¬ 
phet. There was another, to whom she was even 
more; to Azel her betrothed, she was as tlic light that 
guided his path—ns the air, whose breath was life. 
Does woman love less than man ? If burning words and 
passionate vows come not from her lips, is the fire less- 
vivid in her soul ? M'hat Zeinira was to Azel, Azel 
was to Zemira; and the time apjiroaclied, when the 
nuptial feast was to be spread, and when the lonely 
dwelling of Ben Harim was to resound with the voice 
of mirth and minstrelsy. 

But before Jfemira’s affections had been thus engrossed 
by him who was to espouse her, she had listened—and 
listened with conviction, to the words of a distdple of 
the Christians, who was in Jerusalem amot)gst the chief 
supporters of their doctrines. Her heart had burned 
wdhin her, when her mother’s brother had reasoned with 
her concerning the new faith. Mattithiah tmsted that 
a blessing had accompanied his mstructions to his 
youthful niece; that in addition to the sacred raptures, 
with which as a Jewess she read the l^w of Moses, and 
the songs of the Prophets,—die had found Him of 
whom Moses in that law, of whom the Prophets in thoMf 
songs, testified and wrote. But Azel came from his 
father’s dwelling in the hill country, and she then saw 
for the first time the man destined for her husband— 
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for amongst the Jews, marriage contracts were chiefly 
made by the parents; and prior to the present occasion, 
Azel liad not visited Jerusalem; he had therefore seen 
the glories of the Mosaic Bitual, whilst he had only 
heard, through the medium of report, of the New Faith 
and of its Founder. To the car of youthful pride, and 
national prejudice, that re^iort possessed no charms;— 
and he became one of its bitterest despisers; one, who 
deemed that he did God service by maligning that only 
name, whereby he could be saved. 

Though Zemira was convinced of the truth of Chris¬ 
tianity—yet, after she had seen and know-n and loved 
Azel, it became doubtful whether ' she retained her con¬ 
victions. They were choked by her affections—but only 
to shoot up again with stinnger force. They faded from 
her soul, like stars, in the noon-blaze of pission, to shine 
brightly in the twilight of sorrow and disappointment. 
They loosed their hold on her conscieiu^ in the Spring 
of prospei-ity and joy ; but her soul clung to them, 
when the breezes deepened into the storm. Now it 
was so, that even in the bright hours of happiness, when 
Azel sate beside her, wooing her with words due to the 
Infinite alone, when most she felt the joy of loving— 
the bliss of being loved, in all its fearful fulness, yes, 
even then, strange misgivings for the future, sad remem¬ 
brances of the past, woidd wring her soul, and bring a 
brow, and change her songs and smiles 
innfiUliNikABd mournful silence. 

Passion ! Passion ! Is there a crime, a folly, which 
thy victims may not commit—a sorrow, or a snare into 
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which, they may not fall ? Is there any opinion that 
thou canst not pervert ?—any feeling which thou dost 
not lead astray ? None:—thou art no celestial meteor, 
which although it may dazzle and deceive, can boast a 
heavenly origin; but a base bewildering light, that is of 
the earth, earthy; and none, from the first bold apostate, 
who wilfully surrendered his conscience to thy guidance, 
to the timid Zemira, who did so unknowing what she 
did, none have escaped the pangs of retribution, the 
darkness of remorse. It would seem as though of all 
idolatries, the Infinite smote with peculiar wrath the 
idolatry of the affections. It may appear strange that 
Mattithiah should make no effort to bring his wavering 
proselyte to a decision in favour of Christianity; or at 
least tliat he suffered her to take the marriage vows 
without remonstrance. But it was now about the time, 
when the Sanhedrim put forth the persecuting power 
which Providence had hitherto restrained; and the 
cliurch was every where scattered abroad, Mattithiah 
was amongst the number of the dispersed, and, occupied 
like his brethren in the one absorbing care of dissemi. 
nating the Christian faith, he forgot for awhile his kins¬ 
woman in Jerusalem:—^the one, who, in a spiritual 
sense, was left, as a stray sheep i» the wUdemess, exposed 
to danger if not to death. 

By one of the di^rsed brethren, more recently 
arrived from the Holy City, tidings of the truth at 
length reached Mattithiah—tidings that filled his soul 
with grief for Zemira, and bowed his head with shame 
2 H 
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for his own supineness. “ Sinful tliat I am,” exclaimed 
the sorrowing old man, “ to deem myself a follower of 
Him who came to seek, and to save, that which was 
lostoh ! that He would yet aid me to bring this dove 
back to the rock that cannot be moved, from the bosom 
of a mortal who hates the truth, and geeks the blood of 
all that lielieve therein !” There was personal danger in 
Mattithiah’s return to Jerusalem, but convinced that he 
had sacriiiced enough to prudence, he surrendered him* 
self to the unrestrained guidance of his principles; and 
the language they sxiggested was— Be ready to be bound, 
and even to die at Jerusalem, if another lamb may thereby 
be addled to the fold of the shepherd. With this hope, he 
set forth on his way rejoicing. Yet his determination 
did not exclude caution. He entered Jerusalem in the 
gray dawning of the day; and conceali.ig himself in a 
situation, whence ho could discern all who entered or 
who left the house of Ben Harim, he awaited with 
mingled feelings of faith and fear, of joy and sorrow; 
some opportunity of making himself known to Zemira. 

Day, with all its busy scenes of toil and traffac, 
came on : the street grew thronged ; and Mattithiab 
feared that his labour of watcliing would prove vain.' 
Soon a number of persons, habited for a festival, 
entered Ben Hakim’s dwelling: minstrels, maidens, 
matrons, and friends and relatives of Zemira 
hid' iK%, father. A little while after, another troop 
appotwed," dressed also as for a feast. These were 
wholly men ; some young, some older, others aged ; 



AZEL ANJD ZEMIRA. 


36T 


•and they were preceded by a venerable rabbi,—^whilst, 
f^littering in the midst of the throng, young, proud, 
and joyous, was seen Azel, the betrothed of Hemira. 

Mattithiah rung his hands. “ Shepherd of Israel !” 
cried he, “ it is:—no, lot it not be ! too late. Pardon 
thy servant his delay, his faithless communing with 
the flesh. Strengthen him to suffer, if he may not 
succeed !” By the time these hurried ejaculations had 
arisen from his soul, the last party had entered the 
place of their destination. Mattithiah knew full well 
that he had arrived on the day of the nuptiais-,.that 
if he saw Zemira, she must be seen instantly, or the 
ceremony would be performed :—the case was even 
iKiw nearly without hope—it would bo cruel, nay 
wicked, to reproach her when irrevocably the wife of 
Azel. Besides! the final procession, which conducted 
the bride by torch light to her future home, was 
always prefat'cd by some hours of revelry; to enter 
then would be madness. 

“ I must risk my fate, and venture notv,” thought 
Mattithiah; and as the thought passed through his 
mind, he bent his footsteps towards a private portal, 
and solicited entrance into the house of his kinsman ; 
desiring that his coming might not be announced. 
Ignorant of his errand, and too much engrossed l>y 
their several duti<« to call to mind the barrier that 
separated him from their master's family, the domeitics 
readily admitted him ; and Mattithiah, well acquainted 
wit^ the various rooms and passages in the house. 
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found bis way, unmolested, to a small closet, separated 
from guest-chamber by a partially-drawn curtain. 

Zeidira was seated l>eneath the nuptial canopy 
beautiful, very beautiful she looked: but JVluttithiuh 
scarcely heeded her beauty ; Iiis eye wandered over her 
face to discern, if it were pos8il>le, some indication of 
the heart within. Emotion was, indeed, written on 
her young features—but of so varied a character, that 
the gazer was continiuilly at a loss how to des(;ribe it. 
When she looked ou Azel, her eye kindled with the 
fulness of love—it might almost be said, with the 
fulness of joy { but again there was an abstraction, 
a trace of deep thought, a shade of melancholy, tmd 
now and then a momentary sigh, which nwcaled some 
liidden disquietude—some sorro^v amidst the joy—some 
fear battling hard with hope. 

The ceremony began. The young people had sur¬ 
rounded the bride and her betrothed, and sung the 
usual nuptial song. Azel took hold of the Taled, or 
bridal veil, to throw it over tlie head of Zemira— 
the rabbi presented the winj^a few more minutes, and 
all would have been decided ; when, in a deep and 
solemn tone, was heard : Whoso Iweih father or mother 
more than me^ is iwt worijhy of me ! 

Zemira knew the voice. These awful words^the 
divine, |i|Utho|ity of Him who sp^e them—and all 
iba itiBed convictions of her heart's faith swept over 
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may be conceived, which ensued when Mattithiah 
walked into the midst of the assembly, folded Zemira 
to his bospm, and wept over her like a child. 

The fiery and astonished Azel was the first who laid 
hands on Mattithiah. The maiden is my near kins¬ 
woman, young man,” said the latter meekly. “ And 
the Nazarene—he is thy master!” replied Azel with 
bitter scorn. “ Zemira ! clingest thou to liim !—to a 
recreant, a reptile—he is thy kinsman no longer. 
Nay, if thou art too timid to assert the holy law of our 
fathers, I will!” and he flung Alattithiah, as he spoke, 
to a considerable distance. “ To-day, and here,” 
continued he, “ thy vile life is safe; to-morrow it 
shall be cared for.” 

The young zealot’s brow was wrung with dark 
passions; and the spectators strove in vain to calm him. 
Ben Harim was, l>oth in mind and body, a feeble old 
man; and bis alternate entreaties, that Mattithiah 
would cease to meddle with his family, and that Azel 
would suffer the ceremony to proceed in peace, were 
scarcely heard, or, if heard, were disregarded. A 
voice was at lengdi heard, like music from a lonely 
lute amidst clashing cymbals and brazen trumpets. 
Zemira advanced from her place in the circle, and knelt 
down at the feet of him, whom, but for this interrup¬ 
tion, she would ere now'have called her husband. 

Dark suspicions had already crossed the mind of 
Azel, or he would not have suffered her to retain a 
posture that otherwise he could not have borne to 
witness. He stood with folded arms, regarding her 
2 B 2 
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with a keen, and scrutinizing glance ; and the only 
wofds he spoke were in a cold, quiet tone, “ What 
wouldst thoM, Zemira ?” She kissed the hem of his robe; 
and her tears fell like summer rain at his feet. 
A murmur of indignation ran amongst the by-standers. 
Azel heeded it not; he heard but the voice of his own 
suspicions. “ Azcl!” said the suppliant, “ 1 have 
deceived thee-^not by loving another; for thou hast 
been to me in the place of Ood !—but T will deceive 
thee no longer.” She bowed her head to the very 
earth—she trembled, like one convulsed with mortal 
agony—and uttered in an unearthly whisper, “ Azel! 
wilt thou yet make mo thine ?” 

She paused: the fatal words wouM not come;—there 
was a dead silence, and again the solemn tones of Matti- 
thiah’s voice were heard- Whosoever shall omfess me before 
men, him tviU 1 confess before my Father, which is in 
Heaven. The words operated upon Zemira like a holy 
spell. She arose from her kneeling posture—^her frame 
assumed a more than natural strength and stateliness; 
and she repeated in a slow, but steady voice, “ Azel! I 
believe in Christ.” 

He stood motionless—nor could any one have told his 
feelings t so well did pride aid their concealment. 
“ Zemin,” ssid he, in a mastered voice, “ art thou yet 
willing ,|9 be mine V' “ I am,” replied the maiden 
meej^llll “ But I am not a friend to thy Nazarene,” 
in the same unnatural voice; “ how knowest 
tllllll^t I should be kind to thee ?” “ Unkindness is 
tHOf desqif;) : I must gather the fruit of my decep. 
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tion. I am thine in the sight of God.” “ Wily 
maiden!” muttered Azel, stung to madness by the iO' 
tern^ conflict of his feelings. Again he looked on her,* 
and whisjm'ed in the soft tones of affection, “Myosra!” 
Agjiin the proud spirit of youth—the zeal of the Jewish 
zealot—rage that he had been deceived—all rose in his 
Iiosom—and coru/tuired. They err who say that Loye is 
omnipotent; there arc many stronger passions; reli¬ 
gious bigotry is amongst themwe have the history of 
ages—the testimony of scriptures in proof. 

The night of that day, which had dawned in festivity 
and smiles, beheld Zemira an outcast and a fugitive. 
Parental love, and the love that is yet more ardent, that 
of a lover, restrained all acts of violence; but Zemira 
was added to the number of those who in that early day 
were practicaMy taught to rely on the Creator alone. 
Ben Ilarim and Azel lioth deemed their unnatural con¬ 
duct—the one casting off a child, the other his Jong 
betrothed, were sacrifices well pleasing to God ; Zemira, 
on the other hand, felt that her martyrdom of heart 
was the just and needful punishment, for having 
quenched her convictions, for having called good evil, 
and evil good. But Qe who bindeth up the broken in 
heart—who saith to the wanderer, return and I will 
receive you graciousiy, left her not without a record that 
none ever trusted in him and were ashamed. She was 
preserved through persecution, danger, tumult, and 
suffering—a bruised but not a broken reed, receiving fat 
inward peace a blessed substitute for outward prosperity. 
She proved, as Mattithiah often said to her, the truth 
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of Christ’s words, Every <m that hath forsaken houses, 
or brethren, or wife, or children, or lands, for my fume's 
sake, shall receive an hundred fdd, and shall inherit 
everlasting life, 

X. X. 


Sonnet. 

Oh ! look upon me in my loneliness, 

Eternal Spirit! For I pour to Th<)p, 

Grief that can find no human sympathy— 

The sorrowing feelings that my heart oppress. 

And if their sharpness ever wound me less, 

’Tis when, in contrite thought, I bend the knee 
Before thy sacred footstool—and confess. 

That in thy bitter chastbements 1 see 
A father's gracious dealing. Let my prayer 
Reach thee in hearen, thy holy dwelling-place! 
That these my sufferings may my soul prepare. 

For Aat dread hour when I shall see thy face. 

In a||M blaze of glorious light;—and soar 
aFar; jiiiin this sinful earth; and feel its grasp no more 

J. C. 
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And say yc ’tis better to yield, 

Than give up otir lives on the field ? 

Would yo bow down your necks to the foe. 

And with sullenness broke, 

Like the steer to his yoke, 

Would ye sacrifice; Lil>erty ? No!— 

Our blood hath come down from the line of the brave. 
Let us die like the free, and not live like the slave. 

Desert not,our country in need. 

Come forth with the steel and the steed ; 

And these boasters may learn from our hand, 

Although we be few. 

What each freeman can do, 

When his sword is unsheathed for his land :— 

Then ho! for the combat; the end of our strife 
Shall be death, not defeat; or be freedom and life ! 

Look on tower and on temple around. 

And hark to the bell’s solemn sound, 

That so often hath called you to prayer 1 
Looking up to the Cross, 

Know that life must l>e loss, 

Should tlie Crescent supplant it in air. 
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And swear by the volume, which knows not to lie, 

Fop our hearts and our altars, to conquer or die ! 

Oh ! strange that your purpose should freeze ! 

Irresolutcs, look ye on these. 

The glories your foemcn would shroud :— 

Your country demands 
Her defence from our hands. 

Yea, her stones lift their voices aloud; 

And the ghosts of our fathers start up from their 
graves. 

To gibber at sons who submit to be slaves ! 

Yes, these worthies, they bled for its sake— 

Let the might of their spirits aw'ake, 

And rouse ye to glory once more; 

Doubt and darkness shall fly 
From that morning’s bright eye. 

Which dawns to illumine our shore : 

In the might of each arm—in the flash of each sword— 

In the throb of each heart shall the past be restored. 

Then forward !—Heaven smiles on our cause— 

Let us fight for our lives and our laws ; 

Advance we, and vow by the sword. 

While a kindling remains 
Of Greek blood in our veins. 

Freedom or Death” is the word; 

Then draw for the onset—huzza for the strife! 

Which leads us from thraldom to freedom and life. 

A 
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OORKIKTR AR VRYN» ABRWYN VY MRVD. 


T.lj'warcb Hiii mia a Britiii)i burd and warrior, who flourUhad in tha 6tk Mittury, «o(«m> 
IHirary with AnouTin: he Itml to a ^reut affe. Me wiw dietinffuljihad bjr hie proweie agidaet 
the 8a«oiM, and had foin and twenty eimn | all of wluitn pcrUhed In battle againet the hated 
iiivadern of tlieir c-ountry i and all of whom he bad Uie miefortune toouilire. Hie poema are 
citant, and have been edited by Dt. Oweal'nghe. 


SiTTiNo on this green hill to rest, my soul is sharply 
stirred. 

And yet it does not drive me on, like thee, thou wandering 
bird ;■ 

My home is sad, my journey short, and life is mere 
distress ' 

To me, when thus the vcrinJ trees put on their pleasant 
dress. 

I wind no horn; I keep no hound ; I move with pain 
along: 

Vet still, whilst it seems good, mild bird, pursue thy 
simple song; 

Thy loud melodious voice the vales ritoat duly with 
the day, 

“ Better the spendthrift than the churl,” it says, or 
seems to say.* 

* The adage which the bard here introduces, bears no resemblanoe 

in the^original language, to the enckoo’s note. But the Welsh bards 

are fond of inculcating moral truth, even where it nuty, at first sight, 

appear incongruous. 
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Hid in the green vale’s blossomed trees, yet, yet thou 
strain’st thy throat; 

Now heaven console the sick and sad, who hear thy 
hap])y note; 

The woods and waters shout thy name—there’s discord 
in their strain; 

Oh, may none sicken at the sound, none mourn like 
IJywarch Hen I 

Have I not listened, by the tree with hy-rvreaths 
entwined, 

To the fond euckoo, as her note rarae wafted on the wind ? 

Has it not caused me before now, a warrior though 

11 ) 0 , 

To hang my broad shield down, entranced in many a 
reverie! 

Yes ! every lover thinks of her; and oft on the lone hill 

That overlooks the meiry o.ik, till fancy had her fill, 

For hours I’ve listened to tlie tale, but now her 
charmed erj' 

I shun,—much as I loved it once, the passion shall go by. 

Sweet Mrd ! herlibiee creates desire, do what—^but she 
is gone > 

It is her fate evermore thus, thus to wander on ; 

All swift ihA eager as the hawk, o’er castle, lake, 

•Hlfeiirag) 

Scuds ifii^^one cuckoo by the woods and wave^ of 
i^len>cn-ag! 




C:jjJiY,5srr):t<."- OIUS.jJ. 




©'ffoitnor’s 


KY MKK. HKMANM. 


'' ’ • " I fl«l tlie homr iif (tri*"* 
At (ViNfim'ht Mor.in'Ktomlt to fall; 

) liMiucI iliotiolmotof my cUirf, 
Uii bow stiU linnfiiing <m our whII. 

A lid took it dnwOf ooii viiwM to rw« 
Tbii dfwert pUcr, a hiintrew Iwld: 
Niirwinild I etnnj^my buriod lov« 
I'Vir ony liOnrt of living uuiuM." 


The deep of etorms is dark upon the skies; 

The weight of omens iieavy in the cloud:— 

Bid the lom huntress of the desert rise, 

And gird the form whose hcauty grief hath liowed. 
And leave the tomb, as tombs are left—alone, 

To the stars’ vigil and the wind’s wild moan. 

Tell her of revelries in bower and hall, 

M'liere gems are glittering, and bright wine is pour’d— 
Wliere to glad measures chiming footsteps iall. 

And soul seems gushing from the harp’s full chord ; 
And richer flowers amid fair tresses wave. 

Than the sad “ Love lies UeeSng" of die grave. 

2i 
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Oh ! little know’st thou of the o’ermastoring spell, 
Wliorewith love Itiiids the spirit, strong in pain. 

To the spot hallow’d by a wild farewell, 

A parting agony—intense, yet vain, 

A look—and darkness when its gleam hath flown, 

A voiee—and silence when its words are gone. 

She hears thee not:—her full, deep, fervent heart 
Is set in her dark eyes;—and they are bound 
Unto that cross, that shrine, that world apart. 

Where faithful blood hath sanctified the ground; 
And love with death striven long by tear and prayer. 
And anguish frozen into still despair. 

Yet on her spirit hath arisen at last 
A light, a joy, of its own wanderings J>om; 
Around her path a vision’s glow is cast. 

Back, back, her lost one comes, in hues of mom !* 
For her the gulf is filled—the curtain shred. 

Whose mystery parts the living and the dead. 

And she can pour forth in such converse high. 

All her soul’s tide of love, the deep, tlie strong ! 

Oh ! lonelier far, perchance, thy destiny. 

And mure forlorn, amidst the world’s gay throng, 
Than hers,—the queen of that majestic gloom. 

The tempest, and the desert, and the tomb. 

* "A son of light, a lovely form 
lie comet, and makes her glad." 
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BV THB Al>TUOn OB “BKIWYN.” 

Most tnJy has it been observed, and sadly has the 
remark lieen echoed by many a desolate heart—-that 
there are few solitudes more dreary than that of a great 
city, to those unconscious of being objects of interest 
or sympathy to a single individual among its busy 
myriads. It is an aggravation, and a fearful one, of 
this sense of desolation, if the heart in which it arises, 
had lH‘at high with delusive hopes of cordiality and 
kindness ; to be at once repelled by blighting indif. 
ferencp, or w(\rse still, cherished in wanton caprice for 
a moment, to be ere long cast adrift amid the ice-bergs 
of that frozen ocean of selfishness,—a heartless and 
dissipated metropolis! And has not misery reached 
its climax, if those thus cruelly abandoned have been 
reared in the lap of luxury and kindness—born in a 
land of feeling and romance—implicit believers in virtue 
—incredulous of the existence of deceit ? 

So it was with Engine and Adele Du Bocage, when, 
at the confiding ages of two and twenty, and eighteen, 
one of Monsietir Emery’s clumsiest voilure* conveyed 
them from the delicious precincts of the Pays de Vaud, 
with its rich undulating hills, clear lakes, and trans¬ 
parent skies—to the vast brick-kiln-like accumulation 
of 'houses, and mingled atmosphere of smoke and fog 
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roustitutiiif( and enveloping London. It was in Januai^ 
too, when these evils of town winter were at their 
height—and when, for the pure aerial tints of the 
distant glaciers, or virgin snows of the untrodden )ias- 
tiires, were substituted dingy dWppiug eaves, and piles 
(alike unsightly and treauhenius) of a substance as little 
akiu to the snow of Poetry or Switzerland, as a black 
swan is to a white one. 

Kugene and Adele had hocunl that there were fogs 
in Kngland: —now they felt it—for in Unglish, sis in 
Egyptian darkness, there is something tangible. The 
weather on their arrival was singularly gloomy, and 
none can tell how thoroughly sunshine alters the ex¬ 
pression of a town, save those who have marked its 
magical effecst upon a human countenance. But there 
was, as yet, a fount of light and hope wi^iin the bosoms 
of these unsuspecting pilgrims, suflicient amply ui 
compensate for exterior gloom. They had sorrowed, 
it is true—and deeply; — had lost parentji, fortune, 
home !—but what is the loss in youth for which Hope's 
treasury does not hold out compensation ? It is in 
“the sear and yellow leaf” that parents are first 
adequately mourned. Youth can coin gold, or despise 
it; and its home is like the thistle’s down, wherever 
Spring winds waft it I 

It is time to speak of the home our exiles had left 
behind. It was one familiar to hundreds of our travel¬ 
ling countrymen— for whoever lingered beside—nay 
even flitted across the gay banks of R....—, without 
acquaintance either in purse or person, with the Ban- 
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qmer Du Bocage ? If he lived—as was surmised— by 
or v,j>on the Enf^lish,—they at least lived with him. 

1 never saw a journal kept by saunferiiijf youth or 
sentimental Miss, in which a ftte champPire, or ball at 
La Fougere did not form a prominent incident. Nay 
mon>—Du Bocii^te knew John Bull too well to put him 
olT with cakes and ices. Bull trout and Chamitertin 
formed more <'on{tenial epochs in many a gourmand’s 
almanach —and who ccmld impiire minutely into the 
rate of exchange with one who gave sumptuous dinners, 
on principles of Irish reciprocity ? 

Monsieur Du Bocage was by nature a giaid sort of 
(juiet plodding man, whose frmtes dc Suisse would have 
gone on aummulatiug, undiminished either by his own 
sp»“culetions or extravagance; had not a luckless journey 
to Paris, to jccover a had debt, cost him his whole 
fortune, by his taking into paruiership a Mademoiselle 
Stephanie de Bellecour—a person expressly d<>sigiied by 
fate to apt as a safety-valve to his nearly bursting 
coffers. She was perhaps the first Parisian l»ellc who 
ever went to Switzerland for lucre— '■‘•point d'aryent, 
point de Suisse," would certainly have been, in a some¬ 
what novel sense, her motto;—but properly gilded, she 
could swallow the Citntnns great and little, glaciers, 
Alps and all. .She bade a slight adieu to her friends— 
(half Paris)—and a solemn one to the Spectaeles —(all 
her business); and accompanied her Helvetian Croesus, 
as she said “ au bout du monde !” 

The good Vaudois, primitive and protestant as they 
are in creed and customs, are not proof against the 
2 I 2 
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idolatry of fashion ; and a Paris imago, sot up among 
their pastoral hills, found as many worshippers as 
Nebuchadnezzar's on the plains of Dura. Madame Dii 
Bocage had just drained to the dregs the insipid draught 
of adulation tendered by the simple Swiss, when p<»ee 
and idleness sent swarms of English, to sw'cll her 
triumphs and her husband’s money-hags. .She was 
now in her element—dinners, balls, dijeunes, teeming 
with Milords^ emliellished every day of her existeius*; 
—and when these began to fall, private tlieatrieals 
attested the taste and talents of the hostess, and tlie 
infant wit and l)eanty of her, at other tinuts, neglected 
children. 

So -matters went on, sumiiu r after summer. Fliglit 
after flight of English loeusts, having eonsnined the 
land, moved periodically on, to bask sin the winter 
suns of Italy;—while Madame Dtt Bocage yawned and 
shivered amid cold rooms and dull soirees ;—and the 
astonished banker cast up his books, and found, fur the 
first time in his life—^the balance on the wrung side of 
the sheet. 

Deep speculations were the usual consequence of 
improvident expenditure—ruin, the. end of l>oth. The 
returning swarm of English found the firm annihilated 
—the master fled, no one knew whither—and the 
mistress gone, to beguile her griefs, (and save her 
jfewcls)—to Paris. Du Bocage died «)on after of a 
broken heart, and his wife of a broken constitution— 
and Eugene and Adilc were thrown on distant relatives, 
to eat the bitter bread of suffenmee. The Swiss, to do 
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tlieiri jiisticp, though they Jove money dearly, Jove eiudi 
other too:—and tlie i)(M)r orphans miglit have hung 
iinsliakeu off, upon some hraneh or otlier of tlieir native 
stem, till doomsday. But they had spirits suiting more 

their past than tlieir present fortunes; and resolved_ 

prompted alike by inclination and advice—to seek an 
KI-Dorado in England. 

Excluded, Isith by polii^ and custom, from niueh of 
the dissipation of their mother’s circle, these amiable 
young creatures retained, in all its purity, the primitive 
character of their wmntry. Eugene—whose father 
l ould biYMik no rival on the csmimercial throne of his 
high-hacked stcail of ofliisi—was early sent to manage 
a branch of the concern in the little rural town of 

l>-, while Adele, whose mother a tall daughter’s 

growth might have rebuked, was left to grow in simple 
loveliness, under an antediluvian horme, amid the pas¬ 
toral hills and chalets of (Jruumis. At times, however, 
these exiles were necessarily recalled; and though there 
was no exuberance of parontal fondness to endear the 
parental niof, there was a bla/,e of splendour to dasixle 
the young mind there—iind point the liittiT contnvst 
hereafter. In short, Eugene and Adele had lieen brwl 
to riches, and were poor—reared amid rsirdiality, and 
were outcasts—endowed with nnnance and sensiiiility, 
and destined to earn their own bread ! 

To earn it too in laindon ! that shrine of Mammon 
and of Moloch—those antipodes of Switzerland and 
sejj^timent. To earn ,it too, not in the plain, straight¬ 
forward path of daily toil, and manual labour—tint at 
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the nod of patronage, and by the exercise of unfledged 
and questionable talents! 

To seek and claim this patronage, at first seemed 
easy;—for hundreds in London, of the great, the rich, 
and fashionable, had been guests at La Fongcre. But 
there are tics more binding still than transient hospi¬ 
tality ; and Lord De Crecy (then a disgraced, and all 
but disinherited, son) had been indebted to the shrewd 
lilierality of the prescient banker, for the comfortable 
subsistence of many successive years. True, the debt 
had* been duly cancelled : but could the obligation be 
forgotten ? Not in the Pays de Vaud, where memories, 
like skies, are cloudless ; but in London ! trhy the 
blessed sun himself can hardly ’scape oblivion, and how 
should benefits ? 

Eiigdne (not having seen the sun sinoe he came over) 
bad lived hitherto In a luminous atmosphere of his own; 
encircled by which, he set out to deliver a letter from 
a relation (a great Swiss crony of the Lord De Crccy’s) 
to that noble lord. He pidted his way, not easily, to 
Grosvenor-square; got in, with difficulty, to his Ijord- 
ship’s study — and found the gay, wild, dissipated 
prodigal, of whom his cousin spoke—transformed into 
a cold, stiff, aristocratic personage, the careful steward 
of some twenty thousand a year. 

The name of Du Bocage recalled less pleasing circum. 
stances; a deeper shade passed over the noble reader’s 
brow; nature however will sometimes take an inch, if 
not an lll,HeTen of a miser’s composition: the peer 
remanffWred how tfften ho bad dined at Du Bocage’s 



THK OHPHANS OP THK PATS D£ VAIID. 369 


cost, when otherwise he mig'ht have dined witli Duke 
Humphrey—and shaking Kugene by the hand d FAn- 
glaise —asked him to stay dinner. 

The y<iulh, lor Adele’s sake_for the ch&let of San 
(iothard is less inhospitable tlian an English lodging- 
iuiuse—would have declined ; but hopes of benefit to 
lM)th, from leisure to unfold their views, prevailed; 
and Uie young Swiss—^bis toilette superciliously wnended 
by my lord’s valet—followed his patron to a splendid 
drawing room ; wlierc sat the plebeian helpmate, for 
whom Lord De Crecy had nearly paid the penalty of 
forfeiture, and two tall dashing daughters, whose man¬ 
ners-formed when papa and mamma were in the shade, 
were rather strongly marked, fur the full light of 
fashionable life. 

There were ftbcr guests: and the peer’s introduc¬ 
tion, for his own credit, running thus—“ Young Du 
llocage, the great Swiss banker’s son,” procured for the 
good-looking stranger not unflattering iioticse t though 
an aitide to Lady De Crecy,^ia which the words “ aU 
blown" and ‘■'■complete snuuh" would have caught quicker 
cars than Eugene’s, might have explained to him the 
meaning of the shade of condescension which she threw 
into her manner after dinner, as well os that of hauteur, 
which marked her daughters’ subsequent deportment. 

Eugene, timid and retiring by nature, sought in vain 
an opportunity to intereet, this evening, his landlord in 
his fortunes. A vague “ we’ll sec”—“ l>ad times for 
lads!”—and, “ Itctterhsve staid in Switeerland”—were 
but indilforent omens of a zealous patron: but being 
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asked, nay even pressed, to come again, and bring Adele; 
he went away with hope, if not elated. The impression 
he had left was favourable: “A well-behaved lad!” 
said the quondam rone, with a solemn aspect: “ Gentle¬ 
manlike !” exclaimed the low-born peeress: “ Interest¬ 
ing,” echoed the uninteresting young ladies. 

Poor Adele was not quite so fortunate. Excejrt the 
peer (who so far relapsed into past habits as to xwear she 
was a pretty girl), none coidd find aught to praise in 
the sweet child of nature. “ No manner,” growled ray 
lady: “ PtUds /” drawled Miss Kliza: “ Afanmis Im 
lisped out Miss Jane;—and all this, just because Adele, 
low-^irited, ill-dressed, and ill at case, looked more 
lady-like and bewitching than half the belles of 
London. 

So seemed to think a certain Sir Jqhu Veroker, an 
imwittingly elected candidate for Miss Eliza’s hand;— 
and this was sufficient to rouse her mother’s energies to 
transform Adele mi phis vUe, into the object of her own 
modest ambition—no Swiss governess. A Mrs. Bentinck, 
who had only just parted with the last of seven, was 
fmmd to try an eighth t and if she proved no wonder of 
the world, it was not for want of Lady De Crecy’s dis¬ 
interested panegyric. 

Eugdne, meanwhile, whose knowledge of languages, 
and general habits fitted him for subordinate diplomacy, 
hung on, a weary suitor, in Gsosveuor square : the evils 
of dependence embittered by alternate frowns and smiles 
—my ladySs aimaMe garfon, when frights were to be 
voted ,w|t))|,or harridans banded to supper; but invisible. 
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i-vpn with her eye-f^lass, when there was no forlorn 
hope to send him on. Then Mias Elixa, who, when 
engaged with higher game, could stare him into a doubt 
of his own identity—would play him off against Sir 
John, with ;di the m(M;kery of a sentimental flirtation: 
and Miss Jane, who was dying for a foreign lover, would 
sing ‘‘ Im Suii-sesi-e «« lord du lac,'" and “ Lea armaxBis 
dc CoUmheltc," till he paid, to music and to memory, a 
tribute, which she chose to ascribe to her own charms. 

This beciimc insupportable; and just as Eugene made 
ii|) his mind to seek another patron, or become his own, 
Adele took refuge from the tender mercies of Mrs. 
llentinck in her brother’s arms. That lady, who took 
.Swiss girls on the avowed principle of their powers of 
(uidurance, and had been able excider half a dozen of 
fur humbler rank, and education than Adele, soon drove 
iliat gentle but high spirited girl to quit her irksome 
tyranny—thankful that she had yet a haven from the 
storm in Eugene’s humble lodgings. The prospects of 
the orphans would now have been dark enough: but 
malice and iincharitableness (like all things else per¬ 
mitted below) have their occAsional use. Their tacit 
■quarrel tvith Lady de Crecy stirred them up an enthusi¬ 
astic champion in a Mrs. Willoughby, a gay widow; 
who, during her husband’s life, had been at LaFou^e ; 
but whose memory on that subject had strangely slum¬ 
bered, till waked by Lady de Crecy’s invectives against 
proteges. 

With Mrs. Willoughby, to protect was to canonise t 
she all but made love to Eugene, and would have 
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tunied u less steady head than Adele’s by her senseless 
flatteries. She gave great parties—of which her hand¬ 
some Swiss and belle Vawhhe were constituted limns — 
loaded Engine with liompliments, and Adele mtb (inery, 
till she made both ashamed, and herself ridiculous: then 
qjiarrClled with the former, for declining to make her 
more so by marriage—and with the latter, for appearing 
too amiable in the eyes of her son. 

The cold and comfortless lodging was again their sole 
resource: and Engine, to whom diplomacy bad Im’ch 
but the shadow in the water, determined no longer to 
relinquish for it the more substantial <*mohiments bis 
knowledge of banking bnsiness might enable him to 
eommand—but nobody would take an unns'omniended 
foreign clerk ; and to apply to either of his late patrons 
was impossible. 

Adile was walking one day, disconsolately enough, iti 
the New Road, near which the orphans lived—when her 
attention was attracted by hearing a child speak French 
with uncommon grace and fluency. She bent to caress 
the little girl, and say a few words in her dear mother 
tongue, when they were eageriy caught by the child’.s 
attendant. A “fifon IHeu! MaHemaiseUe attested' 
her first surprise; a “ Dfeu mt laui !" her more deli¬ 
berate gratitude. It was from Vaudois lips lioth these 
ejaculations flowed ; and the poor girl—a peasant’s 
daughter from ia Fmgire, felt as if hope and happi¬ 
ness smilefl'liefore her, in its youthful mistress. 

“ Whilil do you serve, Nannette? Whose is this 
lovely 4U]d ?•’ said Adele. ' “ Dont you remember, 
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Mademoiselle, an English clergyman, who lived la bas 
—tnal pres de La Fouffire, dam cette chaumiere, vous 
savex ?" 

I do’ indeed !” thought Adelc, blushing at the 
remembrances connected with this clnimiing family. 
Straitened in cireiimstauecs, delicate in liesilth, unosten¬ 
tatious in aj)]M!arance; notwithstanding tlieir close vici- 
nity to her ])rincely mansion, Madame Du Docage had 
always refused, when urged by her daughter to visit 
them; and Adele recollected with hoiTor, having heard 
that, in addition to nc’glect and contumely, they had in¬ 
curred considerable jMicuniary loss by her father’s fail¬ 
ure. She therefore shrunk abashed, even before the 
unconscious child; and besought Nannette to conceal 
the rencontre from her mista’ss. 

“ Cela sera di,^wile," replied the girl, “ for even were 
1 able to restrain my joy, la petite hides nothing from 
her mother ; nor durst 1, for my own life, impose con¬ 
cealment." “ Eh liien dime /” sighed Adele; “ I must 
pay the penalty of past errors, in the contempt of the 
only people I ever teased manuin to let me visit! I 
always heard they were so amiable, and did so much 
good with their limited means; and Monsieur looked so 
benign with his silver locks; and Madame so like a 
lady, in her simple dress ! And then the pretty children! 
—this is the youngest surely,” venturing onec more to 
kiss the little girl. 

“ Oh que out! bom long after the rest; why you 
know my mistress has a son of one and twenty, «n ange, 
just’ like his father and mother. I never knew such 
2 K 
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people !—as humble and modest as at La Fougire, 
though now Monsieur has rich preferment, and is no 
longer mnl d son aise." 

“ Thank Go<l!” sighed poor Adcle, “ Heaven has 
repaired my father's injnstii^e; wmdd I could atone for 
my mother’s! Hut /, poor, miserable, friendless—idl I 
can do, is to pray for them in secret.” 

The maid departed, casting many a look after her 
fair young countrywoman, and piotisly hoping the child 
—evidently much attracted by the stranger—would 
name her to her mother. She did so; Nannette, when 
questioned, poured forth a stream of passionate culogiums 
on the desolate orjihan; and before two hours had 
elapsed, the compassionate, truly Christian Mrs. Arnold 
was seated by the side of Adele—expressing a parent’s 
soliritude in her destitute condition—and leaving her no 
alternative but to exchange it for her own ct)mfurtuble 
though unostentatious roof—where Eugene vvas assured 
of a constant welcome. 

Adcle could scarce believe her s<mses, or express her 
gratitude. The family, once nearly beggared, and long 
contemned by her misjudging parents—thus to adopt 
their hapless progeny! No efforts were sudirient to 
testify her filial sense of kindness thus unparallelled; 
and yet which seemed to those who practised it, the 
easiest labour of love they were ever called to perform. 

Through the powerful influence of Mr. Arnold’s re¬ 
commendation, Eugene was taken into an eminent 
foreign house, with advantageous prospects. Adele ful¬ 
filled, .with all the enthusiasm of affection, a governess’s 
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oflico to tlic little ffirl slio had so ojipormnely met;— 
and when at length the cherished and distinguished son, 
of tVhom his i)arents were most justly ])rond, saw in the 
orphan all that could charm and swc>eten his doniestic 
patli, they took her—gladly took her—with her dower 
of simjde virtues, to their disinterested liearts; and 
wished returning good for evil had in every case, so 
sweet a motive, and so bright a reeomitonce ! 


iiHonumcntal Unarription. 

av Mas. ItKMAIVS. 

Elle nt-tit du M»nd«, nn leu ||1 uh Iwllea ihoM-a 
Out Ir |iin- ileHiin: 

.)$t Rom), olio A duM. M l)(ie duT«nt l«w nMM» 

LVs|i.ii'e d’lin matin. 

Kartii ! guard what here we lay in holy trust; 

That which hath left our home a darkened place. 
Wanting the form, the smile, now veiled with dust. 
The light departed w'ith our loveliest face. 

Vet from thy bonds undying hope springs free— 

M'e have hut letU our beautiful to thee. 

But thou, oh Heaven ! keep, keep what Thou hast taken. 

And with our treasure keep our hearts on high ! 

'The spirit meek, and yet by pain unshaken. 

The faith, the love, the lofty constancy, 
liuide us where these are with our sister flown— 

They were of Thee, and thou hast claim'd thine own ! 
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ULite Brtltst l^eart 

BY WILLIAM HOWITT. 

Whebe does the British soul expand- 

Where prove its noblest power ? 

Not in this Rloi-y-covered land ; 

Not in fair town, or tower. 

Here pleasure flows on like a flood ; 

Here haunts luxurious ease; 

W.m’s spirit to the loftiest mood, 

Alounts not in scenes like these. 

Mere wealth runs riot in its lot; 

Power, liy oppression steeled, 

O’erturns the trembling peasant’s cot. 
Still adding field to field. 

Here, as swoln greatness blazes by. 

Meek merit turns aside ; 

And poverty’s submissive eye 
Quails to the eye of pride. 

Seek it not in our vaunted laws,— 

Oh ! fair, Tantalian fruit! 

Winning the rich man’s warm applause, 
Striking the friendless mute. 
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Sei'k it not in our martial fame, 
Supreme on field or II'.kmI,— 

Glory, in its sulilimost aim, 

' Shrinks from the touch of lilood. 

Seek it not in the thousand domes. 
Virtue to suffering gives ;— 

Not in the thousand, thousand homes, 
Where bright affee-tion lives; 

Not where the good man softly goes. 
As •blessing wore a sin ; 

Nor yet where many a school o’erflows 
Witli childhood's murmuring din. 

In idl the good or ill of these 
Sum* other is‘alm may share. 

But hie thee to the sounding seas. 

And thou shalt lind it there ! 

Haste !—^from the port's confused stir 
f)ur joyous fleets hare passed. 

And merrily the mariner 
Sings on the breezy mast. 

Follow 1—there lies no distant land 
That Britons do not reach,— 

Their sails to every wind expand i 
Their prows touch every beach. 
Where glory calls, where beckons gain. 
Thither the Briton flies : 

What sand-bank of the lonely main. 

But there the Briton lies i 
K 2 
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Follow !—till tlie far-sailiiift ship 
Strikes on the midnittht rock ; 

Ami a hundred sleeping creatures leap 
In terror at the shock. 

7'ill, down as go both hull and mast, 
Higher, and higher they cling ; 

And o’er tlxe stormy waves, aghast. 
Despairing glances fling. 

M’hat see'st thou ?—Tragic phrenzy In- 
Where .sellish mmliiess raves ? 

.—.V sad, hut patient crew !—a chief. 
That calmly plans, and saves ! 

Fidlow that faint and xlripjiing few 
Vl’lio climb the rugged shore;— 

A world of waves hehind they view; 

A savage land hefore. 

Oh, glorious sight! oh, sight of woe ! 

Their weary way they track;— 

On, through harharian lands they go. 
And fiercsist tribes shrink hack. 

Oh, glorious scene! oh, scene of W(m‘! 

Throxigh hiirrxixxg wilds they wind. 

To some far port—hut, faint and slow, 
—How few that port shall find ! 

Follow 1—until crisis dome 1 

Till the dread hour arrives, 

When natxxre strikes affection dumb, 
Aixd /i/e alone suiwives : 
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’i ill oy(‘s, A\ here fondest love has Iain, 
rav(‘Jious ^:lunc(>s 

And scorchud ii]>s tiieir pan^s \rould fain 
‘ In kindnui hloo<l assuage. 

,\i*\'(‘r!—s«ch (Irciuiful necMl, at leng'ti), 
-May otJier hearts eontroul,— 

Uiif. shines out the Uritoa's stirn^^fh 
TJien* ^lows )us ^emn'ons soul 1 
Oi., ^loriotis oh, scene to steep 

The stoutest heart in tear'' • 

A He llish, at every step njore deep, 

'ricit little hand endears. 

F;iijitly, and feehly, on tJiey draj^’^— 

Hope, sna'Uiir, e^oines there i)oiie,-~- 
\'et, if behind a comrade la^, 
r«nid]y tln^y hear him on 1 
'i’he chief is like a tender child,— 

The cliild is like a chief. 

Seeking to bring, ’mid throt?H most wild, 
TiiC mother’s pangs relief ! 

I)aughter of England 1 who in lK)wer 
And hall wert wontttt l>e, 

W’^hat mimcles, in such an hour, 

Have shcwTi themselves in thee ! 

Rough sailor of tho wintry main, 

How gentle hast thou grown I 
Balm hast thou for each sufferer’s pain, 
Stern patience for thy own. 
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Oh, crowned Empress of the seas! 

Glorious thy name ap^ars, 

As, bending over themes like these, 

I honour thee with tears. 

Then, how the realms of ancient time. 
With all their pride, depart— 
Dimmed by thy strength of love stiblime 
Thy majesty of heart! 


Co - 

It is delightful, in that soft, sweet voict!. 

To hear thee speak, and see that sparkling eye 
Ileam with the thoughts of immortality. 

Thine own or others, gathered from the choice 
Of lovely things which in thy memory lie. 

Nature’s rich dower has not to thee in vain 
Been given—for thee the forest and the field. 
The mountain and the lake, their tribute yield. 
And in the modest music of thy strain 
Their influence o’er thy spirit is reveal’d. 

And this bright world, this garden of sweet flow’rs 
Music and love, will seem a wilderness. 

All dark its skies and desolate its bow’rs. 

And sadly giv’n a life so brief as our’s. 

When converse such as thine shall cease to bless. 
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REMARKS ON 

iEustr, fainting, antt t^e acteH Drama. 

UV TUB BEV. W. HOBNER. 

There is nothiiif? less consistent with the plain good 
sense of onr nation, than the almost uniform custom of 
making young women of the higher and middle classes 
of society, proficients in music. Drawing is nearly as 
general; ai:d it is more difficult to attain a moderate 
degree of excellence in it than in the former art. It lias 
however this advantage : it may he submitted without 
offence to the judgment of othera. The drawings 
hang harmlessly on the walls, and we may look at them 
or not; and if the portfolio lie produced, we may turn 
it over in siloniie, or gratify the utmost claim of vanity 
hy Sir Joshua Reynolds' amhignoiis “ Oho /” 

We cannot so easily escape the tyranny of music, 
('.onversation is interrupted hy an unmeaning air of 
Rossini, or, what is worse, a show lesson of llloschelles; 
played often in a style which adds nausea to insipid 
elegance and tasteless execution. But it is most into- 
leralile when Handel, Mozart, Beethoven, or some one 
of our old English composers, whose music, from the 
hand of taste and feeling, enters into our very soul, is 
made familiar hy the mechanical execution of a young 
lady, who has lieen drilled, sorely against her nature, 
into this painful accomplishment. We cannot help 
musing on the years of mechanical drudgery which 
have enabled her to “ tear a passion to tatters,” and 
overturn the natural taste of families, and indeed of 
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wliolc I'ommunitics. This mcchanicjil perfonnanei* 
is (Hmtiiiually varied, and at the same time made 
more liatcful by inappropriate emlHillislumiiits. A 
JMiss of seventeen will often venture's to' improve 
upon Handel, unhappily sheltered under the ]u*«*(HMlent 
of some of our lirst performers, who find it more 
profitable to follow and indulge, thaji to eorreet the 
depraved taste of the pu!)lic. * 

If it were not for this gradual introduction to a cor- 
i*u]»ted ear, h(»w ctmld any one be brought to endure tlie 
pathetic movements of Mozart, or the magic eombiiui- 
tioiis of WelaT, in the form of a quadrille or a waltz ? 
Strains which lead us to forget our mortal nature, and 
raise our souls far above this perishable world, become, 
by ibis profane upjtropriation, only excitt*meuts to mer¬ 
riment and romping. It is impossild^, to speak with 
patience of such an impudent and handawd mockery; 
through which the chain, that led Uut imagination cap¬ 
tive, is broken for ever. Satin shoes, fans, feathers, and 
fiirtatioii, are united, never to part, with that harmony, 
which before was redolent of every filing elevated, grand, 
and solitary. 

IMany readers may pp<d>ably feel bow the finest of 
Shaksjieare's works are, in the same manner, degraded 

^ “ Common listeners frequently imsginej that provi:lf«l tlio men^ 
note» arc played* the eiul of music is accomjtHshed, forgetting that 
the mind of the performer should shew itself in the liglit in wliich he 
undmUuidji a passage; and tlien instead of being a mere automaton, 
with a number of ready-made graces bestoweil ui>oti his mechanism, 
wc should have the emanation of his feeling and sensibility struck 
out in a momentary impulse.” 

Ramble amonff the Musiciane of Germany. 
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hy artificial and familiar associations. They who have 
read his tra^^cdies l>efore sceinj^ thorn represonted on 
the rftaife, if they j)osse8s any imaffination, arc the 
greatest losers hy this dehusement. The characters and 
local scenes, whitdi they had pictured to thcnisidves, in 
those forms which rx>rrespoiided with their idea of per¬ 
fection, are dec.k(Ml out with tinsel and hesmeami with 
distemper : and it is surprising that any Init the lowest, 
lioth iu information and idea,* shonld derive pleasiin* 
from such an exhihiti(»n. S(*metimes indeed an aet(>r or 
a<;tre.ss gmtili<‘s onr utmost expectations, in the person 
of one of his fiereer or rn(»re Indicrous ohara<*lers; hut 
how few are they who have not altc^gether failed in tlie 
more umiulde and engaging! Here, as in ninsic, 
the temler, the jduintive, require a leelijig and iirui- 
gination, hesto\«;ftd only on very few. In the dratna, 
these (pijilitics, to produce! their full effect, mtist l»e 
united to an elegant person, and inl4*resiiiig (roiin- 
tenance: a comhination so rare, that it is no wonder that 
examples of such union are “ few and far hetw'uen.’* 

To speak generally; tlie freshness, the vigour, and 
the nature of Shakspearc are wiilien'd hy represnUatim. 

It is not the inumtioii of the writer to asscit tliat tin* 
acted drama shonld !m‘ a deception, any more than a 
statue should he. Hut the drama of Shakspearc, when 
read in the seclusion of a study, is really delusive. His 
persons and his strenery are emlKwlied, andsode<»ply fix<*d 
in the mind, that memory lays tliem up as realities, 
almost as much as persons and places that are well 
known to us. 

The painters, who have attempted to represent them, 
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have succeeded just in the same degree as the actors. 
Whilst the moi'e coarse and holder characters have been 
painted so as to harmonize with our ideas; where have 
we seen the more delicate and retiring, without some 
degree of disappointment ?—^not indeed so great as when 
acted, for the difficulty is not so gi-eat; the painter, 
l>eing limited to one moment, has not, like the actor, to 
support a consistency of representation. The universal 
preference given in painting, to the ptirtrait of an actor 
in a favourite character, hefore its ideal re])rescntation, 
is a proof of the difficulty of cmhodying the creations of 
Shakspearc, except throtigh the medium of known forms. 

The reader may now inquire, what is the object of 
this discussion ; is it to encourage or condemn the 
]iractice of music, and the art of painting ? Is it to shew 
that dramatic represeutalion is unwtjrthy of an en¬ 
lightened age ? In answer—it is intended to shew how 
each may he abused, and which is least liable to abuse, 
and least disagreeable when imperfect. The question is 
ctmsidercd merely as regards taste, without reference to 
morality : as it refers to the enlargement of the mind, 
and the duration of the pleasure. Indeed, on beginning 
these remarks, it was never contemplated ti) touch upon 
the acted drama, hut it occurred as an illustration, and 
wc will dismiss it without bearing on those doubts, 
uiKm which we refer the reader to Dr. Jeremy Collier's 
well-known essay. 

With regard to music, it might appear useless to point 
out an evil, except we also could propose a remedy. No 
one should proceed far in its practice who has not a real 
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tsilcnt for it. A child may have a good ear for tune and 
time, hut without taste and feeling can never rise 
alwve the cold mediocrity of correct execution : patient 
industiy, which overcomes so many difficulties, cannot 
supply their want. If the young performer is indifferent 
to slow and pL-iintive airs, whilst all alive to the noisy 
and merry, she wants the soul that alone can make 
music an accomplishment of the mind, as well as of the 
lingers. If parents would attend to this simple test, 
nine young people out of ten would Im; struck off the 
music stmd; and employ their vacant hours more 
■•igreeably to others, and usefully to themselves, with 
their pencil and needle. 

Painting, though not above mediocrity, is capable 
of giving delight, even to a person of correct taste. 
A faithful skeJch from nature however slight or tame, 
is .always interesting, and is a most delicious remem- 
hranair of past times. It is 

o Tlie memory of what has been. 

Ami never more will be V* 

WOHOSWOBIB. 

It leads the mind to an admiration of nature; and 
thence to a reverence of the Great Cause. It depends 
little on the applause of others ; and its pursuit in soli¬ 
tude, or by our own fireside, is the most gratifying, 
as well as the purest of its delights. It may lie said of 
painting, (which cannot be said of music) that no mo¬ 
ment so employed can be conadered as lost; for the 
pleasure of each hour remains for the gratification of 
another age. 



38 (; 

'Ctfl ?^onte toftm’rr Iftr Sjiart la 

'Tis Hom<‘ Avliero’or llie hi'art is; 

WIiBrc’er its lovcil oiii’s liivcOl, 

In raties or in uottii^os, 

Thronged haunts or mossy dell : 
The heart’s a rover (U er, 

And thus on wave and wild, 

The maiden with her lover iv:dks. 
The mother with her ehild. 

'Tis bright where’er the heart is ; 

Its fairy spells can bring 
Fresli fountains to tin' tvilderness, 
And to the desert—spring. 

There are green isles in each twean, 
fl’er which affection glides ; 

And a haven on each shon*, 

IVhen Love’s the star that guides. 

’Tis free where’er the heart is; 

Nor chains, nor dungeon dim. 
May check the mind’s aspirings. 
The spirit’s pealing hjonn ! 

The heart gives life its beauty. 

Its glory and its power,— 

’Tis sunlight to its rippling stream. 
And soft dew to its flower. 


X. X. 
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M'lii.X I was a yDiiil. oi' t!iy stature, Maciiwyn ! 

My kiln's iiom! should have trod on, of focmiiu or kin ; 
No liasi’ Saxon clmrl shiMihl have hrokcn my hounds, 
Oi- liave ploughed, without hlood, on my forefathers’ 
grounds. 

When 1 was a youth of thy vigour, Ultienwyn, 

Willi the rose on my cheek, and the down on my chin. 
Little loved the proud stranger the edge of ray blade, 
M’hieh, though home hy a boy, by a hero was swayed. 

liiHjk well to thy target, my bonny Hlaemvyu, 
h'or thy shaft’s of the slenderest, thy liowstring’s owre 
thin;— 

Shmit but false—and an archer more tnisty, full soon. 
Shall keep watch and ward here for the princely 



SUB TO MAENWYN. 

A gift was once mine, in its scaliimrd concealed. 

As a thorn it was sharp—in the lire 'twas annealed; 
That’s the warder for me—the world has not its twin, 
(Thou must still be my whetstone, my pretty M aenwyn. 

It was long; it was sharp; make its tcmj>er thine own. 
And my blessing shall rest on the lonely old crone 
M''ho 8ai<l from the door of her hut by the lynn, 

“ fiive not up thy good whittle, my bonny Maenwyn !” 

* The poet here plays upon the name of the youth ; Maenwvn sip. 
nifying ** TJat^ng' f/ie hardiiess oj a sUine” 
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IjfTEKT I marked the thoughtful maid. 
Whose eye such pensive grace reveals; 
Absence alone the fair betray’d, 
Distraction every lover feels. 


T. D. 



iHmott' ot a ¥oung S'culptor. 


“ — — I’roHtivf .irt 

Dcin.uiilg the m-rrimtf umiudiuitl lieurt 

Iferfiii-.illj' i.'iktuodvil—ui (iifiiae 

K.iitli in tlic tt'hi>'|>«rh ol tl»' lonely MuiW, 

Wliile Uie wliolo world Msema wivem tn dmien. 

And oil! Mlieu Nutimiiliik*, aaottahe luny, 

Tliro’l«np;-liv‘d proxMire of oliw'ure diglme. 

'^tlll (II In itrenmiuh for the hrif^lit rewitril. 

Anil in (lie wiiil mlniit of nn ileriiy, 
lirooh iiiiciiiitiiitiiiiii-e «>( weah'iiiliMleilnewr—■ 

<iic.it IS till* kIi>t> , for the ^tllfl‘ ihliiini. 

WuniNiwuii'rii. 

■J Ill* toJloiving iiffecting narrnlive is extracted from it letter. juMretMCtl 
to one of his wannest friends in Liverpool, hy a student of the 
Iloyal Academy, who is already favourably known by his group of 
mtitirnhtg over the dead body of Adonis^ de|>osited in the 
iloyal Institution of his native town. May his own jmrsuit of tlie 
art, to uitieb hSi talents and entlmsiasm are devoted, be assoeiateii 
with the happier recollections of sutvcssful eminence 

Mil. Westmacott ilhistrutfd u jKtrtion of his Is.tc- 
ttiri'S oil Sculpture (delivered last season at the Royal 
Acadeinyi) hy models of “/aroa m Ove Wtieel" and 
“ J'irillioils slam hy Cerherus" the productions of a 
young man of the name of Proctob, who died it few 
years since, a martyr to his profession. 

PriHitor, from his earliest days, had a strong inclina¬ 
tion for tlte arts; hut owing to some family caprice, he 
was doomed to serve five or seven years behind a dra¬ 
per’s counter—a delightful employment for a man of 
his feelings and imagination ! Yet if he had continued 
there, his life would probably have glided on more 
,.r 2 L 2 
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happily and smoothly, than it did when he entered on 
the task of endeavouring to satisfy a capricious public 
by the productions of his genius. After a joyful release 
from his servile employment, he resolved to devote 
himself wholly to Sculpture; and declared his intention 
to some of his intimate friends, who discouraged the 
idea, and urged him to remain in the business to which 
he had been brought up. Shortly aftenvards however, 
having had some property bequeathed to him, and 
tieing encouraged to follow the arts by those who had 
admired his eariy efforls, and on whose judgment he 
relied,—^lie indulged his inclinations, and taking up 
the pencil and modelling instrument, he bade a final 
farewell to trade. 

After pursuing his studies for a length of time witli 
various fortunes, he succc'cded in gaiping the head 
prisse at the Royal Academy. Soon after this, he was 
introduced to the President, Mr. .^''est, who recom¬ 
mended him to model one of his designs for the fol¬ 
lowing exhibition. This was the “•Imon on (he Wheel." 
Though the model was much admired by the mcmlxjrs 
of the Academy, no one offered to purchase it, during 
the whole time the exhibition remained open; until at 
length Sir Abraham Hume bought it, merely, as he 
observed, to encourage the young man ; an action 
which reflects great honour on the taste and feelings 
of tliat worthy baronet. 

For the following year’s exhibition, he produced 
his model of ’■‘PirithMs shin by Cerberus," which was 
highly Improved both by the President and memben; 
but I am sorry to say, that such was the iudi&rence 
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to the arts shewn )>y tlie nohility and gentry of the 
day^ that they suffered this produetion, like his last, 
to remain unsold until late on the last day of the 
exhihition ; when Sir Ahniham Hume called, and 
inquired if Proctor's model was sold ; and I>ein^ 
answered in the iieffative, said, with mind) kindness 
and generosity, that though he did not want the group, 
he wotild purchase it to eneounige Proctor, who was 
a young man worthy of putroiuige. 

As the artist had now heim studying for a c/>n- 
sidendde time, his funds were becoming extnniiely low ; 
and he resolved to iinike a <lesperate effort, hefon? the 
next exhihition, to gain the pnldi(‘. favour. He designed 
and moilellod a group of jyumedca^ king of Thrfux', 
tarn to piccca hy wild Aorses,” which was adiniiH'd hy 
every pt'rson wlp) siiw it; and tliat it might liave evoi'v 
chance of hedng viewed to advantage, the president 
and council very kindly plac<‘d it hy itself in the centre 
of the library. Such were the crowds who daily flfwked 
to see it, that it became nect'ssary to have a strong 
iron railing placed round, to keep the multitude from 
pressing on and injnnng it. Poor Proctor’s moiUd 
continued to excite a lively interest in the ]>uhlic mind 
till the close of the exhihition; which only raised his 
hopes, and caused him to expect that some of its 
admirers would surely purehase it. His Sjdrits were 
thus buoyed up till the very last day,~-when all ho}>e 
failed lum; he became dejected, and gave himself 
up to despair. At the close of the exhihition, his 
moifel was sent home to him; and after viewing 
and examining it all round, in a fit of despondency ho 
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seized u hammer, and in a few seconds broke the group 
on which he had lieen employed nearly twelve months ; 
and destroyed a work whi(h had l)een viewed with 
admiration hy thousands. 

From this time ho resigned himself to the deepest 
misery; (juitted his lodgings, and wandered up and down 
the streets in melancholy solitude. Nothing more was 
heard of him, till the President inquired of one of his 
domestics, whether Proctor had called to see his pic¬ 
tures ; as had been ^s custom, perhaps two or three 
times a week. He was informed th.at he had not Iwen 
there for two or three previous months, and he sent a 
messenger to make iiuiuiry after him. lie was found 
in a deplorable state: his clothes were all tattered— 
his health impaired; and he .scarcely ever sjioke to any 
one. His abode was a paltry lodging-house in Clare 
Market, for which he paid sixpence each niglit,—and 
his only food were hard biscuits, and the water he 
drank at a neighbouring pump. 

The President was much shocked hy this lamentable 
account; and lost no time in summoning a council of 
the Academy, to whom he proposed to send tho unfor¬ 
tunate yonng man to study at Rome for three years; 
which was unanimously agreed to. A sufficient sum 
was voted for his outfit; forty pounds for his travelling 
expenses to Rome, one hundred a year for his subsist¬ 
ence there, and forty pounds for his journey home, 
f )n tho following day Mr. West invited Proctor to dine 
with him : we may he sure the invitation was gl^ly 
accepted. After dinner Mr. West communicated the 
pleasing intelligence; at which he was quite overpowered 
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with joy. The President in continuation said, “ as a 
mark of my pcraonal approbation of your conduct, my 
own son {who was then studying for a painter) shall 
accompany you to Rome, and be tlie companion of your 
studies there.” Jlr. M^est then gave him a clieque on 
his lianker, and setthsl that he should leave London 
witli his son, for Paris, on their way to Rome, in about 
tliree weeks. 

One short week had scarcely tdapsed after this inter¬ 
view, when a messenger rang at the President’s d<H)r. 
who said he came from Mr. Proctor. On hearing this, 
the President thought that it was Priajtor himself, 
(suniiig to communicate his arrangements, and imme. 
diately thi-ew open the doors of his study, when he 
Itehcld a man at the otlier end of his gallery, advancing 
towards him, vjeeping. He feared all was not right, 
and asked if Mr. Proctor was unwell; when the messen¬ 
ger, overcome with grief, faintly answered “ Sir, he is 
DEAD ! 

On further inquiry', Mr. West was told that three 
or four days after Proctor had dined at his house, he 
was taken HI of a fever; and had expired after two days 
illness. The fever was of a malignant character; and 
had lieen brought on by the overpowering eflFeet of sudden 
joy upon his weak frame. 

Thus died this Chatterton of SciJpture—a lamentable 
instance of the indifference of the public to the early 
struggles of genius:—a melancholy protff, 

-How hard is it to climb 

The steep where Fame's proud tem;Se ahines afar 



«aaeter'B iLoBt Iblumber. 


Krv.o. • )/«rpvtuua hoimh’ 
rrirei;'- 

Thk I’rii'st has closed his munnured prayc 
With faltering voice, and bended head ; 
And tells his heads with sorrowing air, 

111 the deep stillness hovering there. 
Around the sufferer’s bed. 

Hush !—nut a word !—^liis pallid lips 
Are closed,—the Oohliu-singcr sleeps 

.Sleep !—is it thus the stranger deems 
Of a <'(dd breathless calm like this ? 

Can s 7(6’ thus quencli the soul, that beams 
<7'er the bright features, in the dn^ams 
Of sj)irits such as his ? 

'I’hiiik’si thou Iter airy plumes could throw 
This rayless gloom on VVebeb’s brow? 

i^leep ! ’twas uot thus the minstrel slept 
Of old, at fragrant eventide. 

Or when the moaning night-winds crept 
Through the old chamber, where I kept 
My watch by his bed-side; 

M'hile iioi.seless wings his slumliers fannetl, 
•wThe Spirits of his Fatherland ! 
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’T« ■as tlion liis soul roilo fortii, 

Uiifettorefl, on its <*am'r; 

AiuJ sounds, unhojird hy grossor earth, 
or iicnclisli rage, ami I'lhii inij'th, 

F(*ll ou his c.'ij^or ear, 

Ami taught his tenij)est stniins to dart; 
Tlie sjnrit-wihhiess of the air ! 

And as the wavering visions spri’ad 
Their magic o’er his slumhering siglit, 
lie lieard the wailing of tJie dead 
A stream of quivering music slic'd 
On the starred sea of night; 

Or the Wild Huntsman’s fearful erj' 

Far echoing tlirough thc^ jw'ojded sky ! 

f)r if the hrec'zc* Jiis coucli around. 

From siglis of summer rosc's stole*, 

A softer spc’ll his slumbers l>ound, 

And Faery musie.’s twinkling sound 
Thrilled transport through Ids soul; 
While Ohcrou, on lilies home, 

Jtlow slirill and edear Ids silver horn. 

Or fancy touched a tenderer key. 

And gave to life a native* sceme. 

Where the glad hum of rustic glcM* 
liHughed out beneath the* lindon-trec*. 

On the old hanilet-grecm : 

And dark-<»yed girls, witli witching glance. 
Float through the dreamy (!ircle-danc<*. 
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That strain of youth’s delicious years. 

And Lore’.s past raptures seemed to speak;— 
Its tones still murmuring in his ears. 

He woke—and memory’s starting tears 
Flowed o’(T his faded cheek. 

Hi' struck his mournful liar]), and wept— 
Stranger! ’twas thus that Weber slej)! ! 

Thus shall he sleej), shall wake no more ! 

No more, in passionate transport strong. 

The tide of feelings gushing o’er, 

Oil the full chords in music pour— 

Woe for the sons of song! 

M'^oe for all lands!—hut most for thine. 

Queen of the hlue and castled Uhine ! 

M’cei)! when the deathless notes recall 
His wizard might, his soul of lire ; 

And in some spectre-haunted hall. 

Against the stained and mouldering wall. 

Hang up his silent lyre. 

Who now shall wake its strings of gold ? 

—Mourn ! for the master hand is cold! 


J. R. C. 
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ItvvKl.I.IvUs liy hike ;i)ul iiill ; 
rrry ol’ iIm' iiiid uiiii f>rr, 

(»o iortlj, iiiiit <lriiik nl joy yorr- 

\riU» iiucoiist rauu‘<l sU'j», ;i,iul spirit I';**'- ! 

No crowd hiipodos your way. 

No city walJ proscfiljcs vour iortlior ilol(^<l.^, . 

M'licn* iho wild llock can wander, ve may s?rav, 
TIh* lotijf <lay 'mid Mitmner si.*;Ins and sounds. 

The siinsliine ami tin* flowers; 

And the oM tre»'s that cast a S(donin sltad<‘; 

Tlie phs'isunt (‘veMiiUT, the fVesh dewy lionrs; 

.Vu<l the t4Teen lulls whereon yo\ir i'.thers playi d ; 

Till* ffray and aiudent peaks, 

]{<)und which the silent clouds hiint»’ day and nie,ht; 

And the low voire of water, as it makes, 
liike a ^lad creature, imirmurinj^s of iU‘li^ht; 

These arc your j(»ys. (io hirth— 

Give yonr hearts up unto their mighty power; 

For in his spirit (tod has clothed the earth, 

And speaketh solemtily fmni tree and llower. 
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The voiee of hidden rills 
Its quiet way into your spirits finds ; 

And awfully the everlastiiiff liills 
Address you in their inaiiy-toned winds. 

\'e sit u]K>n the earth. 

Twining its flowers, and shouting, full of glee; 

And a pure mighty influence, ’mid your mirth. 
Moulds your unconscious s))irits silently. 

Ileiiee is it that the lands 
Of slorm and mountain have the nohlest sons; 

M’liom the world reverences—the patriot hands 
M^ere of the hills like you, ye little ones ! 

(fliildren of pleasant song 
Are taught tvirhin the mountain solitudes; 

For hoary legends to your wilds lielong. 

And yours are haunts where inspiration hriMids. 

Then go forth—earth and sky 
To you are trilmtarj-—-joys are spread 

Profusely, like the summer flowers that lie 
In the green path, beneath your gamesome tread. 
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BY MHh. OMK. 


“ PF.nirAPS you are avrare,” said a lady to two young 
friends, with whom she w'as walking in the pleasant vil- 

liigc of 1-, “ that in early youth I used to sjiend 

some time hei'e,—and 1 much wish to go over all my old 
walks. “ M’e shall gladly aceompaiiy you,” replied the 
elder sister;—“ Imt,” added the younger one, “ if you 
expert to see as pretty walks as formerly, you will he 
painfully disappointed.” “ Indeed ! 1 should have 

thought that the trees would have heen so mneh grown, 
that the country would have heen greatly imj>roved.” 
“ By no means; for so many trees have heen eut down, 
and one large field so shamefully rohlied of them, that 
our walk there is quite spoiled : I hate to go near it.” 
“ But do go thither once more to ol)ligc me, for 1 think 
I recollect the field in question. Did it not belong to 

Colonel L-?” “ Yes: it is his tasteless, selfish, son 

who lias succeeded to the projierty, and has cut down 
those fine trees, and pulled down the house ; meaning to 
rebuild that, and erect another house where the trees 
stood. Now was it not a shame?” 

“No,” replied the lady, smiling at her young friend’s 

angry expressions, “ Young L-prefers the useful to 

'ike ornamental:—there is no harm in that.” “No 



400 


OI.I) TniiKS ANJ) NKW UOIISKS. 


liarm in s|)oi!ii)f>: tlio innocent ainnseinent of a whole vil- 
laffc? Wily coiihl he not huiUl his houses elsewhere ? 
or if lie had only cleared iiway sjiaee enough for his on u 
residenre, one might have forgiv(tn him; Imt from the 
mere love of money’, as it seems to me, to (Uit down his 
timhcr, and sjioil his own i)roaj)ee,t at the same tinu?!— 
indeed 1 lu'ver knew anything more meanly avaricious, 
absurd, and harharous." 

“But if he spoils his own prospect, as well as that of 
others, he is at least impartial; and who know s, Fanny, 
what happiness may he the result ? A young mtirried 
couple may inhabit this new house, the erection of 
M’hicli you cannot forgive ; and domestic bliss, and a fine 
family of 'children may ere long he fonnd, where hc- 
■fore were nothing hut mere ornamental trees !” “Na\’, 
it may just as likely luf hired by an oh^ bachelor, or an 
old maid, or by an unhappy couple, or a disagreeable 
one whom we cannot visit; for that must be all chance,” 
replied the voting lady pettishly. 

“ Tnie;” replied her friend, “ but as I am too much 
sobered in my feelings by advancing years, to give w'ay 
to such indiscriminate, and I may add, unchristian cen¬ 
sure as the sensitive young are apt to indulge in; I 

cannot call this poor young L-hard names, because 

ho has thought it right to make the most of his pro¬ 
perty ;—and you must own, my dear girl, tliat bad lie 
committed an immoral action, you could nut have s{>ukcu 
of Uni much more severely than you have now done; 
ml glUnied to dislike Iiiiii more.” 

Her young companion blushed at this reproof, ami’ 
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looked so distressed, that her elder sister said, “ Do not 
mind what Fanny says, she often speaks without think. 

ing, and I am sure she wi.shes young h -no harm.” 

“ Certainly not,” replied Fanny; “ hut I wish him no 
good i'or spoiling my favourite walk; however, as I 
never saw him, and know nobody who knows him, what 
1 say is from my oArn feelings merely, and should therefore 
go for nothing, as the phrase is.” “And were it better 
founded, I should not be tempted to repeat it,” said her 
reprover, “ as 1 quit I- to-morrow for Ports¬ 

mouth, and am going to leave Kiigland for many years. 
But if 1 should live to rottirn, dear Fanny, perhaps I 
may find my picture realized; and you, sobered in your 
judgments by having a few more years over ^our head, 

may be willing to admit that young h -may lie a 

worthy man, though he has cut down useless trees, in 
order to make room for useful houses. ” 

The lady sailed for j!ndia:—and at the end of ten 
years returned to England. One of her first visits was 

to her relation at I-; and, as she felt a renewal of 

her former wish to revisit the scenes of her youth, her 
cousins accompanied her to the well-known paths i and 
at length they reached the long-remembered field, 
where she found two large, good-looking houses, at 
some distance from each other, which had been built 
since she went away; and where the trees had once 
stood. She also saw gardens, tastefully laid out in 
gravel walks and shrubl>eries, with orchards behind the 
houses. “ What a clianning new creation this is!” 
cried she; “ what an improvement on the old field, 

• ' 2 M 2 
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even with all its fine trees!—surely my friend Fanny 

M- must be reconciled to the los.s of them now.” 

“ There she is to answer for herstdf,” replied the person 
spoken to; and turning round, the lady Siiw the lair 
Fanny changed from a blooming, slender girl, into a 
handsome portly matron, and her elder sister with her, 
leading two beautiful children. 

The lady smiled archly, as she shook hands with 
Fumy, and pointed to the houses, and the latter also 
smiled; blushing as she did so, with a look of great 
meaning. “See there!” said the lady from India, 
“ what improvements, and line new things arc these! 
surely, my dear friend, you are liy this time quite re¬ 
conciled td poor young Ji -.” “ Yes, that she is,” 

answered her sister, ” and those are not the only 
pleasing novelties which you have to become acquainted 
with. There are two of them (pointing to the cliildren), 
and there are more in that house, tlie building of which 
Fanny was resolved never to forgive.” 

“ But I trust she knows better now.” “ Oh, yes! 
and is quite a convert to your opinion,—and she would 
not have the trees back on any account. Now, with 
your leave, 1 will introduce you to the owners of the 
house, who, I may say witliout offence to Fanny, are 
as happy as possible; and have children, who are quite 
as line and flourishing as ever her former favourites 
were, and quite as ornamental, she now thinks, to her 
iH y iMfllig walks. ” 

"’’•‘I'am glad she has retracted her opinion,” replied 
the lady from India, “ but whose sweet children isre- 
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these?” “ Henry L-’s.” “ And to whose house 

arc you leading me?” “ To Henry L-’s. That 

whieli he originally built for himself, he has given up to 
his mother and sisters, and he lives ui tin's, having 
changed Fanny’s aversion into warm approbation—by 
making her, seven years ago, its happy mistress. ” “It 
is even so,” said Fanny, coming forwai’d to receive her 
friend's congratulations, and welcome her to her pleasant 
abode. “ Oh, Fanny ! you little foresaw—” “ No, 

but it seems that y(m foresaw a great deal; and you will 
naidily ladieve that I have often recollected your re- 
pro%’ing words.” “ Reproving words! What were they?” 
“ Vou very properly censured the yoixug for foj'ming 
hasty, unreasonable opinions, and severe, ulichristiau 

judgments.” “ Aye, poor L-, I remember you hud 

no mercy on him then !” 

“ No, but I am now delighted to ow'ii that my hus¬ 
band was always wiser dian myself; and while 1 am 
deeply thankful for the unmerited happiness which I 
enjoy, I fully intend to teach iny children, that weonght 
never to judge hastily or harshly of the conduct or mo¬ 
tives of others ; but to l>e more especially on our guard 
against the temptation to censure their actions, when they 
interfere witli our own gratifications, and have atendency 
to abridge our own self-indulgence.’ 
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BY DKLTA. 

I WOKE from slaip at midnight—all was dark. 
And all was still, an everlasting silence: 

It was a fearful vision, and had made 
A mystical impression on my mind, 

For clouds lay o’er the ocean of my thoughts. 

In dark and broken masses, strangely wild; 

And, ks I turned me to my vanished dream. 

It rose upon me dreary as before. 

The heaven reeled to and fro without a wind, 

The heaven and all its clouds; a summer warmth 
Dwelt on the air, and fragrance, like the ruse 
Of Araby in blossom, when the breeze 
Of eve steals out,—as up a steepy mount 
I clomb with one, a stranger, clad in robes 
Flowing and dark. To the left were ash trera old 
Tall yet fantastic, with their gnarled boughs 
Clutching, in motion wild, the soundless air. 

To the right a slope plain lay, half hid in mists, 
MHiich, curling up, commingled with the clouds. 
And drifted eastwards through the soft warm sky 
Before us, at the top of our ascent. 

Gloomed, with a stern wild gloom, an Abbey old. 
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Throiipih whose tall wiiiilows shot u dim fftoy li’sl't. 
As if I’or ernturios no hrif^htor rav 
llad e’er ilhimtMl the twilight of its walls: 

Anti the tfivei) grass was waring, waving rankly. 

Of an unnatural growth, above the graves, 
f)’er which tmr footslfj)s stinnhled as wi? went: 

But the eloiids they swept on heavily; the grass, 
Amid the sllenee and the solitude, 

Waved to and I'ro, as up that sWep aseent, 

Ilanit linked in hand, I wandered with my guide. 

Then stood we on tlie suiniiiit, and a sea, 

A\'ith all its dim and miiltitudinons isles. 

Lay far beneath ; and stretching onwards, paleil 
In the griiy west, as if beyond the shores, 

W ere jilaceii the regions of Kternity:— 

Ami through the billows glided a black slii)>. 

Black in its masts, and in its cordage black. 

Devoid of sails; until, mid Ocean gained. 

Sudden it elieeked in its career, and went 
Aye to and fro, like an impetuous steed 
(hirhed in its fury. • • • 


A 
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STAc Hatts anne Carr. 

IlY THK AUTHOR OK ** MAY YOU UIKK TT.’' 

Have you not somutimes scon, upon the hoRoin of dark 
stagnant wat(!rs, a pure tvhite water-lily lift up its head, 
breathing .there a fresh and delicate fragrance, and 
deriving 'is existence tlicna*—^yet partaking in nothing 
of the loathsome nattuTi of the pool, nor ever sullied l)y 
its close contact with the foul clement beneath ? 

It is an honest simile to say that the gentle Anne Carr 
resembled that sweet water-lily. Sprung from the 
guilty lores of the favourite Somerset and his beautiful 
but infamous wife, she was herself pure and untainted 
by the dark and criminal dispositions of her parents. 
Not even a suspicion of their real character had ever 
crossed her mind; she knew that they had met with 
some reverse of fortune,—^for she had beard her father 
regret, for her sake, his altered estate. She knew this, 
but nothing more; her father's enemies, who would 
gladly have added to his wretchedness, by making his 
child look upon him with horror, cotild not find in their 
hearts, when they gazed on her innocent face, to make 
one so unoffending wretched. It is a lovely blindness 
in a child to have no di.sccrnment of a parent’s faulti¬ 
ness; and so it happened that tlie Lady Anne saw 
nothing in her father’s mien or manner, betokening a 
sinful, wortldess character. 
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Of lier mother she liad hut few and faint recollections. 
Memory pictured her pale and drooping, nay gradually 
sinking under tlie cureless malady which brought her to 
her grave at last. She rememhered, howet'cr, the soft 
and beautiful smiles, which had beamed over that hag- 
giird countenance, Avheu it was turned ujwn her only 
child—smiles which she delighted to recognize in tlic 
lovely portrait, from which her idea of her mother was 
chietly fonned. This portrait adorned her own favour¬ 
ite apartment. It bad been painted when the original 
was as young and happy as herst'lf; and her filial love 
and fund imagination lielieved no grace hud been want¬ 
ing, to make all as beautiful and glorious within. 

As the Lady Anne gist w up to womanhood, the sweet¬ 
ness of her disposition and manners l)egun to he acknow¬ 
ledged by tho^e, who had seen without astonishment 
her extraordinary beauty; and many persons of distinc¬ 
tion, who would hold no kind of felloAvship with the 
latrd Somersi't, sought the acquaintance of his inno(!ent 
daughter for her own sake. Deeply as tlje once popu¬ 
lar and courted favourite felt the neglect and abhorrence 
in whiclt he was now held, yet he gladly endured it for 
his lieloved daughter's sake, pretending to her that Im 
was tired of the world, and preferred tlie seclusion in 
which he was forwd to live. 

The most beloved friend of the I<ady Anne was the 

Lady Lllilor G-, the eldest daughter of the Earl of 

G-: and with her. Lady Anne often passed several 

months in the year. A large itarty of young ladies 
were assend)Icd at G—— (!astle : and it hapis'iied 
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that a continued rain had confined the fair com])anions 
within doors tlie whole summer afternoon. They sat 
together over their embroidery and variotis kinds-of 
needle work, telling old tales of fearful interest—the 
strange mishaps of benighted travellers—stories of witch, 
craft, and of mysterious nitirdcr. Though night was yet 
distant many hours, the tempestuous w'cathcr without 
had spread an unusual gloom over the spiuiious apart¬ 
ment, where they were assembled; and as the loud 
blasts of the wind brought, ev(>ry now and then, tlie 
jiattering rain in full sweep upon the high and narrow 
casements, or agitated the heavy hangings of the 
tapestry, many a dieek grew pale, and many a young 
heart beat with the excitement of terror and dismay. 

The conversation turned at last to the legends belong¬ 
ing to a certain family; and one circumstance was 
mentioned so nearly resembling, in many particulars, the 
murder of Sir Thomas Overliury, that the Lady Eilinor, 
scarcely doubting that some slight suspicion of her 
parents’ crimes had reached the ears of the Lady Anne, 
determined to change the subject at once. She pro¬ 
posed .to her fair friends that they should ramble to¬ 
gether through the apartments of the castle; and she 
called for the old housekeeper, who had lived in the 
family from her childhood, to go along with them, and 
asked her to describe to them the person and manners of 
Queen Elizabeth, when she had visited at the castle, 
and tiept in the state, apartment; always since called, 
^Hl^ueen’s Bedchamber. 

iSKinl by their talkative guide, the careless, laughing 
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^larty waiuleri'il from one clomilwr to another, listeninjj' 
to her ancralotes, and the de»criptiona she gave of per. 
sons and thiiiffs in former days. She had knonm many 
of the originals of the stately portraits in the pirture 
gallery; and she eould ti’ll the names, and tlie exploits 
of those warri(trs in the family, whose coats of mail and 
glittering weajKms adorned the arraonry. “ And now,” 
said the hady Ellinor, “ what else is there to ho seen? 
Not that I mean to troiilde yon any longer with oiir 
questions, good Margaret, but give me this key, this 
key so seldom used,” pointing to a large, strangely 
sluqied key, that hong among a hnncli at the old house, 
keeper’s side. “ There!” she added, tiisengaging it 
hi-rself from the ring, “ I have taken it, and will re¬ 
turn it veiy safely, 1 assure yon.” 

“ This key,”» she said, turning to her young compa¬ 
nions, “ unlocks a gallery at the end of the eastern 
wing, which is always looked up, because the room is 
full of curious and rare treason's, that were brought by 
my father’s bmtlicr from many foreign lands. It was 
indeed the favourite retreat of my poor uncle, and out 
of respect for his memory, every thing has lawn left as 
when he was last there.” Tlum opening the door, she 
continued, “ You see that tliere is plenty of amusement 
here.” The gallery was long and narrow, with recesses 
on either side; each one forming a little chamber, and 
lighted by a broad low window. In these recesses were 
tables spread over with books, and manuscripts, and 
di^iwings ; and cabinets, filed witli many rare and pre- 
dons'articles. Shells from the southern seas, and the 
2 K 
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bright plumage of tropical birds, with other rarities still 
dearer to the imagination,—Etniscan vases, and images 
of bronze, from the classic land of Italy. “ This may be 
a charming place,” said one of the youngest and live, 
liest of the party, “ but see, the rain has passed away, 
and the sun has at last burst out from the clouds. How 
brightly ho shines, even through these dull and dusty 
windows !” She gave but a passing glance to the trea¬ 
sures around her, and hastened to a half open door at 
the end of the gallery. Some of her companions followed 
her to a broad landing place, at the top of a flight of 
marble stiurs. They were absent but a few minutes, 
and they returned \vith smiles of delight, and glad eager 
voices, declaring that they had unbolted a door at the 
bottom of the staircase, and found themselves in the 
most l)eautiful part of the gardens. “ Como!” said the 
young and sprightly girl, “ do not loiter here; leave 
these rare and beautiful things until it rains again, and 
come forth at once with me into the sweet fresh air. 
Come and enjoy the fragrant smell of the moistened 
earth after the rain, and charm your eyes with the 
colours of the flowers, all hung with rain-drops twink¬ 
ling in the sun: come and listen to the glad songs of 
the birds, who are as wild with delight as we are !” 

The Lady EUinor and her friend the Lady Anne 
were sitting side by side, at the same table, and looking 
over the same volume—a folio of Norman chronicles, 
embellished with many quaint and coloured pictures. 
They both lifted up their faces from the liook, as their 
merry companion again addressed them. “ Nay, do 
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not look uji, Init rise ujt!” maM tlic maiden) 

and drawiiiff away tlie volume from iH’fore tlium, ghe 
slidt it np instantly, and laid it on another tabic; 
throwing down a iiranrli oi' jessaniinv in its place. 

“Yes, yes, you arc right, my merry Barbara,” re¬ 
plied the Lady Bllinor, and she rose up as she spoke, 
“ we have been prisoners all the day against our will, 
why should we now be confined when the smile of 
Nature bids us forth to share law joy. Come, come! 
my sweet Anne, you are not wont to he the last," 
turning to her friend who lingered behind. “ Oh 1” 
cried Lady Anne, “ 1 am coming, I will soon be the 
first amongst you, I only wait a moment, to bind up 
my troublesome hair.” As she spoke, her’eye rested 
upon a little volume, which lay upon the broad sill of 
the casement. „ The wind fluttered in the pages, and 
blew them over and over; and half curiously, half 
carelessly, she looked again, and yet again. The word 
murder caught her eye; her fecliugs were still in a 
state of excitement from the tales and legends to wfaidi 
she- had just been listening. Resting her head upon 
her hand, she leaned over the volume ; and stood 
motionless, absorbed by the interest of the tale which 
she read, forgetful of her young companions—of all 
but the appalling story then before her. 

But these feelings were soon lost in astonishment, 
and horror so confounding, that for a while she lost 
all power of moving, or even of thinking. Still her 
eyes were fixed upon the words which had pierced 
her heart;—she could not force them away. AgEun 
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and again, struck with shame and horror, she shrunk 
away;—again and again, she found herself forced by 
doubt, by positive disl)elief, to search the terrible pages. 
At last she had read enough—quite, quite enough to 
lie assured, not that her father—lier mother, had been 
suspected, but that by the law of the land they had 
been convicted, and condemned to death as foul adul¬ 
terous murderers ; — the murderers of Sir Thomas 
Ovorbury! 

The Lady Ellinor returned alone into the gallery, 
“You little tniant!”she cried, “why so long? you 
said you would soon bo with the foremost. 1 thotight 
you must have C8cn])ed me, and have sought you through 
half the garden, and you are here all the wliile !” 

No voice replied : not a sound was heard; and the 
Lady Ellinor had already returned tq the dour of the 
gallery, to seek her friend elsewhere, when something 
fell heavily to the ground. 

She flew back; and in one of the receding windows, 
she found the Lady Anne lying senseless in a deep 
swoon. Throwing herself on the ground beside 
her, she raised her tenderly in her arms, and not 
without some difficulty, restored her to herself. 
Then laying her head upon her bosom, she whispered 
kind words. “Yon are ill, I fear, my own Anne, 
who has been here ? 'What have you seen ? How so 
changed in this short time ? I left you well aud smiling, 
and now—nay, my dear, dear friend, do not turn 
from me, and look so utterly wretched. Do not you 
see mo ! 'What can lie the matter!" Tae Lady 
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Anne looked up in her friend’s face with go piteoug 
and desolate a look, that she began to fear her reason 
was aifected. 

“ Have I lost your confidence ? Am I no longer 
loved?” said the Ijady Ellinor, “can you sit heart¬ 
broken there, and will not allow me to cajnifort you ? 
Still no answer ! Shall I go ? sliall I leave you, my 
love ? Do you wish me absent ?” continued she in a 
trembling voice, the tears flowing over her face, as 
she rose up. Her motion to depart aroused tire Lady 
Anne. “ Ellinor! my Ellinor !” she cried, and throwing 
herself forward, she Stretched forth her arms. In 
another moment she was weeping on the bosom of 
her friend. She wept for a long time without restraint, 
for the Lady Ellinor said nothing, but drew her nearer 
and nearer to hpr liosom, and tenderly pressed tlie hand 
that was clasped in hers. 

‘‘ I might not to be weeping here,” at length she 
said, “ I ought to let you leave me, but I have not 
the courage, 1 cannot bear to lose your friendsliip,— 
your affection, ray Ellinor ! Can you love me ? Have 
you loved me, knowing all the while, us every one 
must ? To-day—tliis very hour, since you left me, 1 
learned:—no I cannot tell you I Look on tlwt page, 
Ellinor, you will see why you find me thus. I am the 
most wretched, wretched creature !”—here again she 
burst into an agony of uncontrollable grief. 

• • • • • 

Who can descritie the feelings of the I^iady Anne, 
alone, in her chamlier, looking up at the' portrait 
of her mother, upon which she had so often gazed 
2x2 
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witli delight and reverence ! “ Is it possible !” said 

she to herself, “ can this be she, of whom I have read 
such dreadful things ? Have all my young and happy 
days l)een but a dream, from which I wake at last ? 
Is not this dreadful certainty still as a hideous dream 
to me ?” 

She had another cause of bitter grief. She loved 
the young and noble-minded Lord Russell, the Earl of 
Bedford's eldest son; and she had heard liim vow 
affection and faithfulness to her. She now perceived 
at once the reasons why the Earl of Bedford had 
objected to their marriage: she almost wondered within 
herself that the Lord Russell should have chosen her; 
and though she loved him more for avowing his attach¬ 
ment, though her heart pleaded warmly for him, she 
determined to renoimce his plighted love. “It must 
he done,” she said, “ and better now;—delay will but 
bring weakness. Now I can write—I feel that I have 
strength.” And the Lady Anne wrote, and folded with a 
trembling band the letter which should give up her life’s 
happiness; and fearing her resolution might not hold, 
she despatched it by a messenger, as the Lord Russell 
was then in the neighbourhood; and returned mourn¬ 
fully to her own chamber. She opened an old volume 
which lay upon her tofliette^—a volume to which she 
turned in time of troubil^ to seek that peace which the 
world cannot give. 

Lady EUinor soon aroused her by the tidings that a 
m e w enger had ailfved with a letter from her father, 
and die deseendadlD search of him. 

“ Oh, why ie this ? why am I here ?” exclaimed 
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the Lady Anne, as trembling and almost sinking to 
the ground—her face alternately piUe and covered with 
crimson blushes, she found herself alone with the Lord 
Bussell. “You have received my letter, might not 
this trial have been spared ? my cup was already suffi¬ 
ciently bitter—^Imt I had drank it. No!” she continued 
gently withdrawing her hand which he had taken, “Do 
not make me despise myself—the voice of duty separates 
us. Farewell! 1 seek a messenger from my father.” 
“ I am the messenger you seek,” replied he, “ I have 
seen the Lord Somerset, and bring this letter to liis 
daughter.” 

The letter from the Earl of Somerset informed bis 


daughter that he had seen the Earl of Bedford, and 
^ad obviated all obstacle to Iter union with the Lord 


Russell; that lip was going himself to travel in foreign 
parts; and that he wished her to be married during 
a visit to the Earl and Countess of Bedford, whoso 
invitation he had accepted for her. 

“ Does not your father say, that in this marriage 
his happiness is at stake ?” said_ the Lord Kmisell, 
gently pressing her hand. The Lady Anne hung down 
her head, and wept in silence. “Are y«Ht still silent, 
my dearest ?” continued he, “ then will I summon 
another advocate to plead for me. ” 

He quitted the apartment for a moment, hut soon 
returned with the Countess of Bedford, who had accom- 
panied him to claim her future daughter-in-law. The 
Lady Anne Itad made many resolutionB, ^t they 
yielded before the sweet and eloquent entrqpties that 
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urged her to do what, in fact, she was all too willing 
to consent to. 

They were married, the Lord Russell and the Lady 
Anne Carr; and they lived long and happily together. 
It was always thought that the Lord Russell had loved 
not only well, but wisely; for the Lady Anne was ever 
a faithful wife, and a loving, tender mother. It was 
not until some years after her marriage, that the Lady 
Russell discovered how the consent of the Earl of 
Bedford had been obtained. Till th^n, she knew not 
that tills consent had been withheld, until the Earl of 
Somerset should give his daughter a large sum as her 
marriage portion:—the Earl of Bedford calculating upon 
the difficulty, nay almost impossibility, of his ever raising 
this sum. 

But he had not calculated upon the ^evotion of the 
wretched father’s love to his fair and innocent child: 
and he was astounded when his terms were complied 
with, and the money paid at once into his hands. He 
ejuld no longer withhold his consent ; nor could he 
refus^ some admiration of this proof of a father’s love 
for his chUd. The Lord Somerset liad in fact sold his 
whole possessions, and reduced himself to an estate not 
far removed from beggary, to give his daughter the 
husband of her choice. 

It was the Lady Anne Carr, of ndiom Vandyke 
painted im exquisite, and well-known portrait, when 
Countess of Bedford. She was the mother of William 
Lord > end died heart-broken in her old age, 

when she jteard of the execution of her noble and first¬ 
born SOI). 
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-“ FHreweli. twl (m UiU 

Tl*^ lust, wbwm I My, I Uivi-J yc 

ilAHKV (aihskam.* 


Eveninu her ivinp over earth i» extendinff. 
Veiling in stmiUiw the nunmtain and dell, 
Brightly to oeean the sun is deseending, 

Making as gold every sea-weed and shell; 
Many a star that awaits his tleelining. 

Soon with its cresset in heaven will be shining; 
Wonder ye then that ray soul is repining 

To hid snph a scene of enehuutment fan’well ? 

V'e who have known me in joy and in sadness, 
Friends of my bosom ! the chosen—the few— 
Yc tvho have given to my moments of gladness 
Hands ever honntifnl, ht^s grer tru(‘; 

Still on your love is my spirit ^flying. 

Fast though the life from my bosom be fljdng. 

Oh! there is only one anguish in dying. 

Thus, and for ever, to bid you adieu ! 

Not in the summer I wot Id wo had parted t 
She hath spread beauty o’er mountain and heath 
Hers is the time for the free and light-hetuMd, 
Olory her presence, and perfume her br^hj 
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Spring, ’raid her verdure, has blightings and showers, 
Autnran—thrown foliage, and withering flowers. 
Winter—^his ice-drops, and wild gloomy hours. 

Each lias some image tliat whispers of Death ! 

All but the Summer—tier sunbeams are flinging 
Brightness o’er city, and forest, and wave; 

Nature rejoiceth—and Hope is up-springing 

Fresh in the breasts of the young and the brave. 
Each on his pathway to glory is wending. 

Life its gay prospects before him extending, 

While my bright visions and day dreams arc ending. 
Lost in the shadows that circle the grave. 

Hath not fair Dian her season of waning ? 

Doth not rich Autumn to Winter,give way ? 

Why must thy querulous heart be complaining, 

If thou art transient and fleeting as they ? 

•''He, who thy days of existence doth number. 

Again can awaken thy spirit from slumber 
*■1 the realms of His ^fory,—where life hath no cumber. 
But joy reigticV'- ever, unstained by decay! 

H. F. C. 
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Our Whuath is woventhis drding band* 

Wliich all the pliant stents may well confine, 

He mine the care to fix wiUt cautious hand; 

Nor wound the firagile fiowers, whose leavM entwine 
Their (^Ioutb bright,~braiding each varied tine, 
l^ending their odorous breath to evi^ 

An arduous, yet delightful, task was mine, 

Sucli as did erst the Oreeian youth engage. 

Whose erring chince filled Heaven and earth with hodile rage 


Nor bolder his attempt to Judge Uie 

When the three Goddesses stood all^evealed. 

And gave their beauties to his daaszled eyes. 

Than mine, to cull amidst the spadous field. 
Where flow«^ oi every scent thdr fragrance yield, 
A garland, which shall blend the fairest hues $— 

For still the sweetest lie the most oonoealed. 

And numerous charms each dulnous sense oonftiie^ 
Baffling his anxious cere, who seeks the hMt to dM 
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hoHAi not upon cmr Wroatli in oi>ld disdain. 
Withering Its frwhnMs with an cvH eye. 

Nor blame ust captions p(>daiits, that in 

in the musk roac yo seek the violet’s dye, 
Pndricssf I ww.'n, must prove their toil, try 
To find all Flora in one single flower;— 

Fair Dames! on your kind candour wi rely. 
Which wiH not ask a gift beyond our power; 

So may <nir verse suceeed to wing one happy hour ! 


. >And when dark W’intcr f\'owm in all his wrath. 

Shaking stiff hail-drojw from Iuk frereu hair; 

t’ 

And heaps of snow-^rifl spread the f>arilen path, 

Threatening with chilling dai^ps your ankV.’s fn'r. 
Which o!«e would wander forth to take (he ni/— 

Till (he bng clay with tedious idlessc tire; 

I'ar fnmt your bearths to banish gloom or care, 
the varied tale, or touch the lyre: 

AdifiU 1 ti4 next wo meet around your Christmas fire! 

W. B. < 
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